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INTRODUCTION 

Ten years ago in writing an introduction to a 
collection of Elizabethan poetry which I had 
edited. Colonel Higginson, naming some of the 
great iSgures of the period, remarked that they 
stood out as *^ memorials of an intellectual group 
which must have been greatly self-sustaining and 
by no means the outcome of any mere patronage." 
He went on to comment, " What it is which pro- 
vides at irregular intervals of humaji history such 
rare intellectual groups, we cannot tell, and De 
Quincey seems hardly extravagant when he likens 
them to earthquake periods or equinoctial gales, 
things inscrutable and wondrous. • • . Even Amer- 
ica is now old enough to look back on two marked 
epochs, the one represented by Cooper and Irving 
— writers of prose only — the other by Emerson 
and Longfellow. The utmost that can be done 
for these exceptional combinations is to study them 
while they flourish, and do justice to them when 
they have passed by.*' 

When these words were written their author, 
whose life had spanned the two epochs in Amer- 
ican letters of which he speaks, could not foresee 
another that was to rise during the next decade. 
The beginning of these annual reviews of Amer* 
ican poetry in the columns of this paper had been 
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noted by the venerable author, and apart from 
the service such appraisement might render, he 
was a little amazed at my faith in the future. 
But I catch now at that ^irase Colonel Hig^- 
son used in reference to those ^' rare intellectual 
groups,'* which flourish at " irregular intervals of 
human history,'* which, like *' earthquake periods 
or equinoctial gales," are ^^ things inscrutable and 
wondrous." I catch at it because there is a rela- 
tion between it and history that may possibly be 
explained; that may account in part, and only in 
part, as far as we are able to understand the 
cause of human events. On the surface it does not 
remain so inscrutable as wondrous. And that re- 
lation is between these intellectual groups, which 
have mostly been poetic groups, and war. 

The two epochs in American letters mentioned 
by Colonel Higginson, and represented by Cooper 
and Irving, and Emerson and Longfellow, were 
epochs that synchronized with conflict; Cooper 
and Irving were of the Revolution and Emerson 
and Longfellow of the Civil War. In the history 
of English literature such groups may be found 
to run parallel with force of conflict. The signifi- 
cance, however, which has brought this about, is 
inscrutable. Beneath the surface of the conflict, 
which may be a brief affair like the defeat of the 
Armada or a long affair like the Napoleonic wars, 
is a spiritual meaning, obscure, baffling, volatile, 
which runs in the sub-conscious channels of na- 
tional life, breaking forth in the idealistic utter- 
ances of creative minds. The period that pro- 
duces an Armada also produces the Elizabethan 
poets; a French Revolution and the Napoleonic 
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wars, the Post-Greorgian poets ; a Civil War such 
as our own, the New England group. There have 
been, of course, other wars in which the Saxon 
mind has touched in modem times, but they did 
not have the world influence of these wars; they 
produced a fallow period of poetry because they 
touched the national and, not the international 
conscience of the world. The social mind of the 
most intellectual portions of the human race was 
not driven to decide between advocates that sought 
to rule through one or the other forces of tyranny 
or Kberty. 

I try to connect in some such way our present 
period of poetic accomplishment, I believe that in- 
scrutably and mysteriously the forces which a 
generation have been preparing for the present 
European war, have also by an unusual combina- 
tion of spirtiual circumstances brought about the 
renaissance of poetry in both England and Amer- 
ica. The fermentation of national affairs has al- ^ 
ways antedated the spiritual flowering. The evi- 
dence that the two are related shows in the fact 
that around the pivot of a war in which the con- 
science of the world is brought to judgment a 
vigorous and productive creative era prevails. 
The last five years in England have seen the rise 
of a group of poets who, in mood, form and sub- 
stance, are entirely uninfluenced by their imme- 
diate predecessors. In America there has been, 
I think, a much longer preparation for the out- 
burst which came two years ago. If we take Rob- 
inson, Frost, Masters, Anna Branch, Amy Lowell, 
and James Oppenheim to indicate the chief expo- 
nents of the more important groups, we will find 
xiii 
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that only two out of the number had not pub- 
lished before 191S; but even these two, Miss 
Lowell and Frost, were writing and experimenting 
for a full decade before issuing a collection. It 
is significant, however, that between 191S and the 
present year all these poets, with a number not 
named here, have gathered a body of work that 
has ascended with convincing proof of power on 
the wave of the great European war. 

And this has had little or nothing to do with 
the establishment of poetry magazines. They 
were a natural development of the demand which 
a national mood created. That mood will not be 
foisted upon. It is in the long run a rational 
mood. It may for a time indulge in fancies, but 
the indulgence is really for the process of a care- 
ful selection. An examination of the past four 
years, for all its turmoil of debate about meth- 
ods and aims, about and between the various 
groups, will show a change and yet a stability in 
the art that is unmistakable. The point of de- 
x'parture from conservatism may be dated from the 
establishment of Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
the instrument of Ezra Pound's radicalism. Mr. 
IViasters was promoted by the discernment of 
William Marion Reedy, and Mr. Frost, whatever 
his experiences in England, we owe largely to the 
discernment of a reader in the hills of Vermont 
who happened to belong to a family of publishers. 
What I want to make clear is that the change from 
i conservatism was very largely individual in the 
poet; and such poets as Frost, Masters, Amy 
Lowell, James Oppenheim, and others who have 
with different methods brought their art into the 
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channds of a great traditicm, have stabilized, with 
those who have not experimented in form, the whole 
movement of this period. 

At the beginning of the present year one could 
define four separate groups of poets. The fixed 
and firm traditionalists, the social-reyolutionists, 
the Imagists, and the Radicals of the Others^ A 
Magaxine of the New Verse group, who regard 
Ezra Pound as their idol and master. Much has 
happened during the year, subtle and persistently, 
to clear the befogged atmosphere of our poetic 
progress. The last-named group has produced, in 
my opinion, one poet, Mr. Alfred Kreymborg, who 
fathered the cradle of Mr. Pound's brood. In 
every case of radical experiment the real poet has 
survived. Out of Lnagism Miss Lowell rises as 
the one American exponent who must be reckoned 
with in this era of poetic accomplishment ; neither 
is there any doubt about Masters, who also has 
violated the regular modes of verse ; the same must 
be said of Frost, whose conception of blank verse 
is evolutionary; and Oppenheim's polyrythmic 
verse is an adequate medium for his substance. 
On the other hand Mr. Sandburg, a much-heralded 
innovator, has not lived up to prophecy ; the rad- 
ical influence of Poetry itself has waned, the col- 
lected poems of Pound has so little interest for 
the American public that they find it difficult to 
obtain an American publisher, and the magazine 
Others^ largely supported by his (fisciples, has, I 
understand, ceased publication. 

With the balance that has been struck with the 
elimination of a great deal that sounded false, and 
which was very much in evidence a year ago, Amer- 
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ican poetry bids fair to progress with fewer dis- 
tractions. In spite of the above facts, it must 
be admitted that the art is not the same as it 
was a few years ago. It has changed, changed 
both in substance and form. It is not nearly so 
conservative. The influence of the innovators has 
been felt. Strength, independence, and more dar- 
ing execution have resulted from contact with the 
new forces. Though I do not always sympathize 
with the propagandist sentiment of the poets who 
write on the social note, they have nevertheless in- 
fused a vigorous and passionate quality into verse. 
The Imagists have also added a strain of virility 
and a dramatic mood which has stiffened the 
rhythm and decorated the symbols of the art. 

I have found in my examination of the maga- 
zines for the past year that a freer movement has 
taken place all through our poetry. There is less 
of the strict conventional regularity, which does 
not mean that the traditional patterns of verse 
have been abandoned, but that the poets are u'sing 
rhythm with more flexibility. Such poems as 
** Miracles '* and ** Evensong,'* by Conrad Aiken, 
** The Barber Shop,** by Mary Aldis, ** The Horse 
Thief," by William Rose Benft, " In the Home 
Stretch »» and " The HiU Wife,'' by Robert Frost, 
" Cross Patch," by Horace Holley, " Idealists " 
and "Earth Wisdom," by Alfred Kreymborg, 
"Saint John of Nepomuc," by Ruth Comfort 
Mitchell, "Moods," by David O'Neil, "Kan-U- 
Lak the Singer," by Constance Lindsay Skinner, 
and "Clothes," by Jean Starr Untermeyer, are 
among the best of the year, and are so because the 
flexibility of form gives scope to substance. 

xvi 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



On the other hand, there have been many beau- 
tiful poems in which the poets adhere strictly to 
regular patterns. To a{qpreciate poetry one must 
be able to recognize the immortal virtues which 
give to art its significance. The sapphics of 
Josephine Preston Peabody's ** Harvest-Moon, 
1916,'* the lovely regularity of Victor Starbuck's 
" Night for Adventures,'' and " The Inn of the 
Five Chimneys," by Clinton ScoUard, the classic 
richness and elaborate rhythm of ^ We Who Were 
Lovers of Life " and other choruses from ^^ The 
Story of Eleusis," by Louis V. Ledoux ; the splen- 
did sonnets, **The City*' and ** Riverside,** by 
Brian Hooker; those finely polished lyrics of Wit- 
ter Bynner's, ** To No One m Particular," and " A 
Thrush in the Moonlight"; Amelia Josephine 
Burr's touching memorial, ^' The Poppies " ; Karle 
Wilson Baker's ** Good Company " and " At the 
Picture Show"; Stephen Vincent Ben^t's excel- 
lent ballads, '' The Hemp," and Scudder Middle- 
ton's very striking rendering of **The Clerk." 
The whole average of the magazine poetry of the 
year is higher. There are fewer contrasts in ac- 
complishments. The subjects and treatment are 
so varied that one cannot so easily as in former 
years differentiate the achievements. 

While not quite the same in regard to the pub- 
lished volumes of the year, there are, neverthe- 
less, no sensational successes to be recorded as 
during 1915. The excitement of finding first-rate 
poetry produced by American poets in our day 
has, perhaps, somewhat subsided with the public ; 
and they are taking their gifts more soberly and 
solidly. Such volumes of the year as here men- 
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tioned are permanent addditions to the art, vol- 
umes, I mean, that will have readers and admir- 
ers for a long time to come — as Robinson's *^ Man 
Against the Sky," OUve Tilf ord Dargan's " The 
Cycle's Rim," Masters' ^^ Songs and Satires," and 
**The Great Valley," "War and Laughter," by 
James Oppenheim, Aiken's ^' Turns and Movies," 
and ^'The Jig of Forslin," Amelia Josephine 
Burr's "Life and Living," Fletcher's "Goblins 
and Pagodas," " Some Lnagist Poets, 1916 : An 
Anthology "; Hagedom's " The Great Maze," Le- 
doux's "The Story of Eleusis," Amy Lowell's 
** Men, Women and Ghosts," Ruth Comfort Mitch- 
ell's " The Night Court and Other Poems," Nei- 
hardt's " The Quest," Adelaide Crapsey's " Verse," 
a distinguished little volume; Jeffers's " Calif or- 
nians," a volume by a new poet that has a dis- 
tinctive value; " The Testament of William Win- 
dune," which seems to me extremely fine and 
unusual in treatment, by J. H. Wallis ; " Sea and 
Bay," by Charles Wharton Stork, and " Jordan 
Farms," by Frederick S. Pierce, homespun idyls 
with quiet and appealing loveliness. 

W. S. B. 
Nativitv, Nomnber 6, 1916 
A. J. B. = T. S. J., Jr. 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 
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THE STAR 

I am a certain god 

Who slipped down from a remote heij^t 

To a place of pools and stars. 

And I sat invisible 

Amid a clump of trees 

To watch the mad men. 

There were cries and groans about me, 

And shouts of laughter and curses. 

Figures passed by with self-absorbed contempt 

Wrinkling in bitter smiles about their lips. 

Others hurried on with set eyes 

Pursuing something. 

Then I said this is the place for mad Frederick - 

Mad Frederick will be here. 

But everywhere I could see 

Figures sitting or standing 

By little pools. 

Some seemed grown into the soil 

And were helpless. 

And of these some were asleep. 

Others laughed the laughter 

That comes from dying men 

Trying to face Death. 

And others said " I should be content." 

And others said " I will fly." 

Whereupon sepulchral voices muttered^ 

As of creatures sitting or hanging head down 

From limbs of the trees, 

" We will not let you." 

And others looked in their pools 

And clasped hands and said " Gone — all gone.' 

By other pools there were dead bodies^ 
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Some of youths some of age. 
They had given up the fight^ 
They had drunk poisoned water. 
They had searched 
Until they fell — 
All had gone mad. 

Then I, a certain god. 
Curious to know 
What it is in pools and stars 
That drives men and women 
Over the earth in this quest. 
Waited for mad Frederick 
And then I heard his step. 

I knew that long ago 

He sat by one of these pools 

£nraptured of a star's image 

And that hands, for his own good. 

As they said. 

Dumped clay into the pool 

And blotted his star. 

And I knew that after that 

He had said: " They will never spy again 

Upon my ecstasy. 

They will never see me watching one star. 

I will fly by rivers 

And by little brooks 

And by the edge of lakes 

And by little bends of water 

Where no wind blows. 

And glance at stars as I pass — 

They will never spy again 

Upon my ecstasy." 
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And I knew that mad Frederick 

In this flight 

Through years of restlessness and madness 

Was caught by the image of a star 

In a mere beyond a meadow^ 

Down from a hill^ under a forest^ 

And had said: 

** No one sees; 

Here I can find life 

Through vision of eternal things ! " 

But they had followed him. 

They stood on the brow of the hiU^ 

And when they saw him gazing in the water 

They rolled a great stone down the hill^ 

And shattered the star's image. 

Then mad Frederick fled with laughter. 

It echoed through the wood. 

And he said^ '* I will look for moons. 

I will punish them who disturb me^ 

By worshipping moons.'' 

But when he sought moons 

They left him alone. 

And he did not want the moons. 

And he was alone^ and sick from the moons^ 

And covered as with a white blankness^ 

Which was the worst madness of all. 

And I^ a certain god^ 

Waiting for mad Frederick 

To enter this place of pools and stars^ 

Saw him at last. 

With a sigh he looked about upon his fellows 

Sitting or standing by their pools. 

And some of the pools were covered with scum 

And some were glazed as of filth 

And some were grown with weeds 
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And some were congealed as of the north wind 

And a few were yet pure 

And held the star's image. 

And by these some sat and were glad. 

Others had lost the vision: 

The star was there, but its meaning vanished. 

And mad Frederick going here and there 

With no purpose 

Only curious and interested 

As I was, a certain god. 

Came by a certain pool 

And saw a star. 

He shivered. 

He clasped his hands. 

He sank to his knees. 

He touched his lips to the water! 

Then voices from the limbs of the trees muttered: 

" There he is again." 

" He must be driven away." 

" The pool is not his." 

" He does not belong here." 

So as when bats fly in a cave 

They swooped from their hidings in the trees 

And dashed themselves in the pool. 

Then I saw what these flying things were. 

But no matter; 

They were thoughts evil and envious 

And selfish and dull. 

But with power to destroy. 

And mad Frederick turned away from the pool 

And covered his eyes with his arms. 

Then a certain god 

Of less power than mine 

Came and sat beside me and said: 
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" Why do you allow this to be? 

They are all seeking^ 

Why do you not let them find their heart's delight? 

Why do you allow this to be?" 

But I did not answer. 

The lesser god did not know 

That I have no power^ 

That only the God has the power 

And that this must be 

In spite of all lesser gods. 

And I saw mad Frederick 

Arise and ascend to the top of a high hill. 

And I saw him find the star 

Whose image he had seen in the pool. 

Then he knelt and prayed: 

''Give me to understand^ O star^ 

Your inner self^ your eternal spirit^ 

That I may have you and not images of you^ 

So that I may know what has driven me through the 

world. 
And may cure my soul. 
For I know you are Eternal Love 
And I can never escape you. 
And if I cannot escape you 
Then I must serve you. 
And if I must serve you 
It must be to good and not ill — 
You have brought me from the forest of pools 
And the images of stars. 
Here to the hill's top. 
Where now do I go? 
And what shall I do?" 

Reedy*9 Mirror Edgar Lee Masters 
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LEAVES FROM THE ANTHOLOGY 

The old book's magic seized me as I read; 

I Iieard the waves sigh on the Syrian shore^ 
And on dark Heliodora's perfumed head 

The myrtles bloomed once more^ 

As when^ in Gadara^ young life was sweet 

To her the while she watched the shadows play 

Along the marble floor^ and at her feet 
Young Meleager lay. 

I heard his voice in soft hexameters^ 
Alternate fire and honey, fall and rise; 

In limpid Doric spoke his love^ and hers 
Shone in her swinuning eyes. 

I saw the laughing lilies that he wreathed 
With hyacinth to crown her kneeling there. 

Oh, what intoxicating incense breathed 
Her dusky^ flower-wound hair! 

"The flowers will fade," he whispered, "sere and 
brown. 

Their petals drooping ere the day be done, 
Yet wilt thou still, thy garland's lovelier crown. 

Shine like the morning sun." 

Again I hear the same soft voice outpour 
Its anguish for the light of life now fled. 

And see him heap the bier of Heliodore 
With roses white and red. 

Thyrsis I see at ease beneath the pine, 

His dark head pillowed on his arms, asleep. 

And yet the lad's herds stray not, and his kine 
Another lad doth keep. 

6 
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Sleep^ Thyrsis, sleep^ within thy shady nook^ 
Leaving thy goats to nihhle 'mongst the rocks; 

A skilfoller than thou wields now thy crook^ 
For Eros guards thy flocks. 

I see the young girls, as in garments white 
Along the mountain-side in spring they ran 

To greet the wood-nymphs at their morning rite 
Within the cave of Pan. 

It lies 'neath Corycus' sun-haunted hill ; 

Old Goat-foot loves it; there the wild vine grows 
So thick it hides the entrance and the rill 

That from the grotto flows. 

There the midsummer honey-makers hum 
Above the heather and the thyme, knee-deep. 

Even through the noon, when all things else are dumb 
Lest they disturb his sleep — 

His, the luck-bringing Hermes' goat-shanked child. 
Great Pan, who daily, when his pipes' shrill tune 

No more delights him, seeks a summit wild. 
And there sleeps all the noon. 

Then fiercest bums the sun, the patient flocks 

Crouch 'neath the tamarisk ; scarce the lizard creeps 

Along the wall. Above, on the sun-baked rocks. 
Outstretched, the Arcadian sleeps. 

And while his pipes lie silent by his side, 

Brown summer for a moment holds her breath. 

The breeses droop, the dry-flies hush, the tide 
Scarce laps the cliff* beneath. 

Often, men say, some shepherd on the bills. 
Hearing a sudden, wild, unearthly cry 
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Ring from the mountains^ that his heart's blood chills^ 
Knows he has come too nigh 

The weirdy far spot no mortal foot has trod^ 

And flees^ nor dares once backward turn his eyes: 

Behind him roars the goat-laugh of the god^ 
And mocks him as he flies. 

The Century LexvU Parke Chamherlayne 

A GRACE BEFORE READING 

Myriad-leavM as an elm; 

Starred with shining word and phrase; 

Wondrous words that overwhelm. 

Phrases vivid, swift, divine; 

Gracious turn of verse and line — 

O God, all praise 

For a book; its tears, its wit. 

Its faults, and the perfect joy of it! 

Oh, to dip 

Headlong in! Cleaving down 

Through lucent depths of verb and noun 

To the rare thought that lies 

Embedded; and arise 

Pearl-laden toward the skies, 

Blowing bright foam of adjectives about one's lip! 

Sappho — huming heart of her; 

Sweet Saint Francis, star-hesprentj \ 

Young Kit Marlowe, sped and spent; 

Montaigne, royal gossiper; 

Brave Munchausen, dauntless liar; 

Lamb's dear whimsey; Shelley's flight; 

Hot Catullus all afire; 

Shakespeare, chief est heart's delight! 

8 
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O God^ all praise! 

That in brief^ swift days 

Thou mad'st the world's green gardens^ and forsook 

Thy labor^ leaving man and time to make the book! 

The Outlook Helen Code Crew 



READING HORACE 

Ob, were we good when we are wise! — 
Or, haply, wise when we are good! 

But, fool or sage, same comfort lies 
In knowing Horace understood 

Our follies in their olden guise ! 

Of all the full Augustan choir 

Our one contemporary bard. 
Who strikes upon a silver lyre. 

Where not a note is harsh or hard. 
The human chords that never tire. 

Live how he may, whene'er he sings 

A poet is a democrat; 
Down two millenniums there rings 

The song of Leisure's Laureate 
In praise of all the simple things. 

What deep contentment broods above 
That refuge in the Sabine Hills 

From all that Rome was fashioned of — 
Strife, envy, the luxurious ills 

Men, town-imprisoned, learn to love. 

Though oft he dwells on death, 'tis e'er 
With swift recoil to life. Joy, joy 
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Is all his goal! Though reefed sails dare 

The dreaded seas to Tyre or Troy, 
His placid song is foe to care. 

Poor hater was he, save of greed 
And gluttons and the vulgar mind — 

(Thou votary of thy surer creed. 
Ask heaven if thou be more kind 

Than was that heart of pagan breed!) 

Vowed to the laurel from the day 
The doves descried his lids supine 

And hid his limbs in leafy play; 
A nursling of the dancing vine. 

His verse was vintage gold and gay. 

Give me the glowing heart, or none — 
Not friendship's altar but its fire. 

In his red veins how life did run! 
Had ever poet wiser sire? 

Had ever sire tenderer son? — 

He, humble, candid, sane and free. 
Whom e'en Maecenas could not spoil; 

Who wooed his fields with minstrelsy 
As rich as wine, as smooth as oil. 

And kept a kiss for Lalag6. 

Ah, dear to me one night supreme — 
A voice he would have joyed to hear. 

Its music married to his theme — 

When two new-mated minds drew near 

And mingled in his lilting stream. 

Oh, lover of sweet-sounding words, 
That in thy tones but glow and soar, 

10 
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Come! . . . Horace with his flocks and herds 

Waits thy revealing voice. Once more 
Bring back to me the brooks and birds! 

Harper^s Weekly (The Independent) 

Robert Underwood Johnson 

A THRUSH IN THE MOONLIGHT 

In came the moon and covered me with wonder. 
Touched me and was near me, and made me very 
still. 

In came a rush of song, raining as from thunder, 
Pouring importunate on my window-sill. 

I lowered my head, I hid my head, I would not see 
nor hear — 

The bird-song had stricken me, had brought the moon 
too near. 

But when I dared to lift my head, night began to fill 

With singing in the darkness. And then tiie thrush 
grew still. 

And the moon came in, and silence, on my window- 
sill. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Verse Witter Bynnkr 

ARS DURA 

How many evenings, walking soberly 

Along our street all dappled with rich sun, 

I please myself with words, and happily 

Time rhymes to footfalls, planning how they run: 

And yet, when midnight comes, and paper lies 

Clean, white, receptive, all that one can ask, 

Alas for drowsy spirit, weary eyes 

And traitor hand that fails the well-loved taskl 

11 
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Who ever learned the sonnet's bitter craft 

But he had put away his sleep> his ease^ 

The wine he loved^ the men with whom he laughed. 

To brood upon such thankless tricks as these? 

And yet, such joy does in that craft abide 

He greets the paper as the groom the bride! 

BoMton Transcript Christopher MoHey 



MUSIC 

Th9 ancient songs 

Pass dsathfward moumfulkf. 

B. A. 

The old songs 
Die. 

Yes, the old songs die. 
Cold lips that sang them. 
Cold lips that sang them — 
The old songs die. 
And the lips that sang them 
Are only a pinch of dust. 

I saw in Pamplona 
In a musty museum — 
I saw in Pamplona 
In a buff-colored museum — 
I saw in Pamplona 
A memorial 
Of the dead violinist; 
I saw in Pamplona 
A memorial 
Of Pablo Sarasate. 

Dust was inch-deep on the cases. 
Dust on the stick-pins and satins, 

12 
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Dust on the badges and orders^ 

On the wreath from the oak of Guernica ! 

The old songs 
Die — 

And the lips that sang them. 
Wreaths^ withered and dusty^ 
Cuff-buttons with royal insignia^ 
These^ in a musty museum^ 
Are all that is left of Sarasate. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Fer$e 

Alice Corbin Henderson 



A LITTLE PAGE'S SONG 

(ISth Century) 

God's lark at morning I would be ! 
I'd set my heart within a tree 
Close to His bed and sing tq Him 

Right merrily 

A sunrise hymn. 

At night I'd be God's troubadour! 
Beneath His starry walls I'd pour 
Across the moat such roundelays 

He'd love me sure — 

And maybe praise ! 

Contemporary Verse William Alexander Percy 



GOOD COMPANY 

To-day I have grown taller from walking with the 

trees^ 
The seven sister-poplars who go softly in a line; 
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And I think my heart is whiter for its parley with 

a star 
That trembled out at nightfall and hung above the 

pine. 

The call-note of a redbird from the cedars in the 

dusk 
Woke his happy mate within me to an answer free 

and fine; 
And a sudden angel beckoned from a column of blue 

smoke — 
Lord, who am I that they should stoop — these holy 

folk of thine? 

The Poetry Review of America 

Karle Wilson Baker 

IDEALISTS 

Brother Tree: 

Why do you reach and reach? 

Do you dream some day to touch the sky? 

Brother Stream: 

Why do you run and run? 

Do you dream some day to fill the sea? 

Brodier Bird: 

Why do you sing and sing? 

Do you dream — 

Young Man: 

Why do you talk and talk and talk? 

The New Republic Alfred Kreymhorg 

MAGIC 

I ran into the sunset light 
As hard as I could run: 
14 
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The treetops bowed in sheer delight 
As if they loved the sun: 
And all the songs of little birds 
Who laughed and cried in silver words 
Were joined as they were one. 

And down the streaming golden sky 

A lark came circling with a cry 

Of wonder-weaving joy: 

And all the arch of heaven rang 

Where meadowlands of dreaming hang 

As when I was a boy. 

And through the ringing solitude 
In pulsing lovely amplitude 
A mist hung in a shroud^ 
As though the light of loneliness 
Turned pure delight to holiness^ 
And bathed it in a cloud. 

I stripped my laughing body bare 
And plunged into that holy air 
That washed me like a sea^ 
And raced against its silver tide 
That stroked my eager glancing side 
And made my spirit free. 

Across the limits of the land 

The wind and I swept hand in hand 

Beyond the golden glow. 

We danced across the ocean plain 

Like thrushes singing in the rain 

A song of long ago. 

And on into the silver night 

We strove to win the race with light 

15 
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And bring the vision home^ 
And bring the wonder home again 
Unto the sleeping eyes of men 
Across the singing foam. 

And down the river of the world 
Our glowing limbs in glory swirled 
As spring within a flower^ 
And stars in music of delight 
Streamed gaily down our shoulders white 
Like petals in a shower. 

And tears of awful wonder ran 

Adown my cheeks to hear the clan 

Of beauty chaunting white 

The prayer too deep for living word. 

Or sight of man, or winging bird. 

Or music over forest heard 

At falling of the night. 

And dropping slowly as the dew 
On grasses that the winds renew 
In urge of flooding fire, 
And softly as the hushing boughs 
The gentle airs of dawn arouse 
To cradle morning's quire. 

The murmur of the singing leaves 

Around the secret Flame, 

Like mating swallows 'neath the eaves 

In rustling silence came. 

And flowing through the silent air 

Creation fluttered in a prayer 

Descending on a spiral stair. 

And calling me by name. 

16 
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It nestled in my dreaming eyes 

Like heaven in a lake^ 

And softened hope into surprise 

For very beauty's sake^ 

And silence blossomed into mom^ 

Whose fragrant rosy-breasted dawn 

Could scarcely bear to break. 

I sang into the morning light 

As loud as I could sing^ 

The treetops bowed in sheer delight 

Before a slanting wing^ 

And all the songs of little birds 

Who laughed and cried in silver words 

Adored the Risen Spring. 

The Trimmed Lamp Edward J, O'Brien 



SPRING 

At the first hour^ it was as if one said^ "Arise." 
At the second hour^ it was as if one said^ " Go forth." 
And the winter constellations that are like patient 

ox-eyes 
Sank below the white horizon at the north. 

At the third hour^ it was as if one said^ " I thirst; " 

At the fourth hour^ all the earth was still: 

Then the clouds suddenly swung over^ stooped^ and 

burst; 
And the rain flooded valley^ plain and hill. 

At the fifth hour^ darkness took the throne; 
At the sixth hour^ the earth shook and the wind cried; 
At the seventh hour^ the hidden seed was sown^ 
At the eighth hour^ it gave up the ghost and died. 

17 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



At the ninth hour^ they sealed up the tomb; 

And the earth was then silent for the space of three 

hours. 
But at the twelfth hour^ a single lilj from the gloom 
Shot forth^ and was followed by a whole host of 

flowers. 

The Poetry Review of America 

John Gould Fletcher 



ORCHARD 

I stood within an orchard during rain 
Uncovering to the drops my aching brow: 

joyous fancy^ to imagine now 

1 slip^ with trees and clouds^ the social chain^ 
Alone with nature^ naught to lose or gain 

Nor even to become; no^ just to be 
A moment's personal essence^ wholly free 
From needs that mold the heart to forms of pain. 
Arise^ I cried^ and celebrate the hour! 
Acclaim serener gladness; if it fail^ 
New courage, nobler vision, will survive 
That I have known my kinship to the flower. 
My brotherhood with rain, and in this vale 
Have been a moment's friend to all alive. 

The Forum Horace Holley 



THE HnXS 

Through the twilight faint winds will ever waken 
Ghostly trees adream in the frosty silence. 
And the last red streaks of the winter sunset 
Fade into ashes. 

18 
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White above the lake and the leafless willows^ 
Cold and silver starglow^ the full moon risen; 
White the air will grow with a fleece of snowflakes 
Silently falling. 

This pale dream of lonely and haunted beauty 
Evermore will come in the dusk of winter 
From the hills of youth^ as a ghost unbidden 
Out of the twilight. 

The Poetry Journal Thomas S. Jonei, Jr. 



THE GOLDEN PLOVER 

A song for you^ golden plover: 

Not the song of a lover 

Who dreams of a blush^ 

Nor the song for a thrush 

Whose music is tremulous^ sweet; 

But a song for a heart that dares tempest or hush^ 

A measure for wings that are fleet. 

Fleet . . . fleet . . . fleet . . . ! 
Who but the winds can trace you^ chase you? 
Flutter of lightnings you southward sweep^ 
To the wonder of thunder you overleap. 
Faster . . . faster . . . faster . . . ! 
Who but the winds can face you, pace you? 
Fearless of foaming and booming and crash; 
Scorner of breeze, adomer of zephyr; 
Come . . . gone ... in a flash ! 
Speedier . . . speedier . . . speedier • • . ! 
Who but the winds can overtake you? 
Who but a gale can check and shake you? 
Who but a hurricane can make you 

19 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Drop to the earth whose worth shall wake you 
From your frenzied trance of flight? 

Like a volley of shot your flocks alight^ 
Scattering gracefully over the sedge^ 
Palled in spume from the cauldron's edge. 
Surer than furrow's is breaker's pledge: 
Whom the welter of sea and sky invite^ 
On the lands of man show sudden fright. 

A song for you^ golden plover: 

Not the song for a lover 

Who dreams of a flush 

Of delicate plumes that gleam as they hover 

Over a flower they make less fair; 

But a song of wings whose miraculous rush 

Is a measure atune with the air. 

Warriors, not courtiers you. 
Your courting season iJirough, — 
Dotterel darts, befeathered sober, 
Mellowed with yellow by brisk October, 
Who, from his Nova Scotian post. 
Hurls you over the swirled Atlantic — 
Hurls you, pipers corybantic — 
Straight for the Venezuelan coast: 
Two thousand miles! Two thousand miles! 
While the gods of Air crowd heaven's aisles. 
With loud-fleered taunts for the vaunting boast 
That man is peer of their wing-bom host. 

"Aie! . . . Aie! . . . Aie! . . ." 

Moans the rancorous Sheol of winds. 

Out of the ooze of the sulphurous Gulf 

Springs into fury the Mocker of Masts, 

Snarls through the Caribs and harries with blasts: 

20 
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Shrieking seeks jon, sprites from the North; 

Ruffles and buffets you^ grapples to check you; 

With maniac might would baffle and wreck you 

But for the froth of sabre-reefed isles 

Which^ faint through the smoke of desolate miles^ 

Whispers^ encourages^ beckons you f orth^ 

Calls you to fall from the maelstrom of wiles: 

"Oh^! . . . Oh-fch! . . . Oh-^h! . . . 

Safety we promise and shelter and rest 

From the howling Fiend of the foul Southwest!'' 

Out of the fray of reeking grey 

Whines the cheated Harpy of winds: 

"Aie! . . . Aie! . • • Aie! . . /' 

On the shoulder of Night expires her rage; 
So melts to calm the ocean's wrath: 
Day blooms like a rose on a beryl path 
In the Garden of Peace of the Golden Age. 

Wee-o-wee ! Wec-o-wee ! Wee-o-wee ! 
Joy but no peace for you, golden plover: 
Only in June may you play the lover. 
Satined in wooing black and gold. 
Till then the leagues that you will cover, — 
The lands beneath your wings unrolled — 
Are all the leagues of land that stretch 
North and south of the western Line. 
Wee-o-wee ! Wee-o-wee ! Wee-o-wee ! 
From Labrador of the fog-wreathed pine, 
Down through Bermuda's salt-stained vetch; 
Over the Amazon's maze of vine. 
Into the pampas of Argentine: 
Above the earth, across the sea. 
You follow the summer's ascendant sign. 
You shun all scenes by the sun bereft. 
Wee-o-wee ! Wec-o-wee ! Wee-o-wee ! 

21 
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Spring of the north is astir^ golden plover! 
Up and a-wing to its glad decree ! 
Baek^ with a ridge of the world to your left^ 
You mottle the length of a continent's chine 
To weave through Alaska's tundra-weft 
The gold of your yearly jubilee: 
There joy and peace to love combine! 
Wee-o-wee! Wee-o-wee! Wee-o-wee! 

Coodle! . . • Coodle! • • . Hist! 
Your golden rest is over: 
Off with your splendor! Away, away! • 
On with the coat of the rover! 
Dip it and dye it in eastern mist ! 
Plunge again over the dun Atlantic, 
Blaze again southward your cycle frantic! 
Away with you, loiterers, darts of October, 
Shafts that are swift as the light but more sober. 
Wraiths of the sea's or the sky's autumn grey ! 
Away from the love of the north that elates you ! 
Off to the feast of the south that awaits you! 
Flutter and rise with the joy that translates you 
To sprites of the air from creatures of clay ! 
Onward, onward, spirits of fleetness! . . . 
Faster . . . faster! • . . speedier . . . speedier!- 
Gone ! Vanished ! Lost like the sweetness 
Of dawn in the ripening power of day ! 

Poei-Lore Richard Butler Glaenzer 

THE RED MONTH 

I 
Golden momingi 
HeUo! hello! 

Echoes of song — the meadow-lark twittering. 
Spill of the swallow. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Dance on the slopes of bright dew^ and come singing. 

Beloved girl! 

On the grass red with apples come dancing, come 



running! 
Hark^ how the thrush sings ! 
Mark^ how the wind leaps! 
Morning is here. 
Bold morning is here. 

m 

Come across the grasses! 

Come swift across the grasses! 

Quicker! quicker! Leap with your hands up! 

Dance with knees up. 

Gold hair flying, 

White teeth bare! 

IV 

For we shall go laughing straight through the orchard, 

and scatter 
Dew lit with sun. 
And we shall go romping beneath green boughs low 

with apples 
And over the stone wall. 
Scrambling through briers. 
Race in the woods — the wind-loud woods. 
The woods with the dead leaves flying. 



Your cheeks, belovM, are fresher than pansies to the 

touch. 
Dewy pansies. 
Pluck handfuls of wild grapes; 
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And here 's a grape for jou, 

And here 's a grape for me. 

Tart, sharp, to crush against the palate^ 

Staining red lips blue. 

VI 

The thrush — is he up? 
The mole — peers he forth ? 

Is the young dog running in the scent of the squir- 
rel? 
Who has washed the heavens blue. 
And set the sun there? 

Oh, make a cup of your hands, and in the clearing 
Catch cups of sunshine, loveliest, for me! 

VII 

And come now in coolness where the thin spring 

tinkles, 
And the brown wren dips her wings. 
O my beautiful! 

Come now and gathered be all in an armful. 
Under leafy oak-boughs, here where the wasps sing, 
O my beautiful! 

Kiss my lips, and let me know 
That the ripe month, the red month, 
September the glorious. 
Has tapped the gold-wine of the sun 
And sluiced it into our hearts. 
And piped it into our hearts, darling. 
So happy, happy are we! 



vni 



And, hark! the warbler! 
He whistles! whistles! 
This kiss, and this kiss! 
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Golden morning! 
HeUo! heUo! 

The Century Magazine James Oppenheim 



THROUGH THE BEARDED BARLEY 

Through the bearded barley where summer winds 

were blowing; 
Full knee-deep in clover^ breast-high in the wheat; 
Laughing at Jack-rabbits that scuttled hy their feet 
Where the scarlet poppies made so brave a showing: 
Under shady willows^ by a broad stream flowing^ 
Home of trout and grayling rising after flies ; 
Looking towards the moorland where the sunlight 

dies, 
Dies> but in the flushed-clouds lingers in its going. 
Words came very seldom^ though their hearts were 

beating 
To the ancient love-song Nature sings so well; 
Shoulder close to shoulder^ heedless of the fleeting 
Of the magic moments bom of twilight's spell: 
On they walked together, while the rooks were wheel- 
ing. 
And the elm-tree's shadow ever farther stealing. 

Contemporary Verse 0. R. Howard Thomson 



THE LITTLE FARM 

Tired, I went away from town 
And wandered in the woods. . . . 

"Why not lay it wholly down — 
That weight of doubtful goods ? ' 
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Then^ rested^ I was discontent. 
Craved the compelling hours — 

And took again on shoulders bent 
The walls and roofs and towers. 

But here is a man who measures his toil 

In Grenstone, then his rest: 
A little farm in his native soil 

And bright dawn in his breast. 

The New Republic Witter Bynner 



JUNE 

Yon dragonfly is friends with me 
And by my dingle goes 
The solemn^ priestly bumble-bee. 
That marries rose to rose. 

My book? In sooth I'm using it 
To pillow up my head: 
This day-lay is a brighter bit 
Than any I have read. 

My pq>e and I are company. 
(The cat-bird thinks it queer 
That I should burn so carelessly — 
Note now his call and leer.) 

All moming^time, from dawn till noon, 
I fished and mused and fished; 
One wee-est bite had I for boon: 
'Twas all the boon I wished. 

I roam in eye-reach many a mile. 
In fancy further roam; 
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The hours like fairy smiles beguile 
My heart to my heart's home. 

Ton vetry is great friends with me^ 
And by my hollow goes 
The grmnbling^ mmnbling bumble-bee^ 
That weds red rose to rose. 

The Bettman . John Rmsell McCarthy 



EARTH WISDOM 

Said the earth: 

I love you, flower. 

Go up and see the sun. 

And feel the rain — it's soft. 

Winds will play with you, 

merry winds. 

But see that great blue — 

I like that round blue — 

I want that high blue — 

Said the earth: 

I love you, flower. 

It is late. 

Come back to me. 

I don't want to — 

I wont — 

I want the moon — 

I want — 

You've been playing too long, flower. 
That isn't good for you. 
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Nor fair to the morrow. 

Come^ 

said the earth. 

Others: A Magazine of the New Verse 

Alfred Kreymhorg 



THE ETERNAL PLAY 

Third act of the eternal play ! 

In poster-like emblazonries^ 
"Autumn once more begins to-day" — 

'Tis written all across the trees 

In yellow letters like Chinese. 

How many hundred centuries 

Hath run this play^ with ne'er a pause ! 

That which this living audience sees 

Thrilled all the dead to wild applause — 
And yet the strange old drama draws. 

Not all alike adjudge the play: 

Some laugh^ some weep> and some there be 
Deem the old classic's had its day^ 

And some scarce any of it see^ 

Nodding in witless apathy. 

And others more than all the rest 
One act out of the four prefer — 

Springs in her wind-flower draperies drest^ 
Or Summer^ with her bosom bare; 
Winter than these some deem more fair. 

Some^ mayhap melancholicj deem 
Autumn the meaning of the play — 
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The smile that sajs, " 'Twas all a dream! " 
The sigh that says^ " I can but staf 
A little while^ and then away; " 

The rustling robe of joy that ends^ 
The moon-cold kiss upon the brow^ 

The fading sail of sea-sped friends^ 
The love that is another's now^ 
The voice that mourns^ "Ah! where art thou? ' 

For all her purple and her gold^ 
Autumn hath such a tale to tell — 

The tale that tells us all is told; 
Yea ! but she tells it wondrous well. 
Weaving strange hope into her spell: 

The hope that, when we sit no more 
At this old play, and needs must go 

Through yonder shrouded exit door, 
The mystic impresario 
Hath still for us a stranger show. 

Harper's Magazine Richard Le GaUienne 



TO NO ONE IN PARTICULAR 

Locate your love, you lose your love. 
Find her, you look away; 

Now mine I never quite discern. 
But trace her every day. 

She has a thousand presences. 

As surely seen and heard 
As birds that hide behind a leaf 

Or leaves that hide a bird. 
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Single your love^ you lose your love^ 

You cloak her face with clay; 
Now mine I never quite discern — 

And never look away. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Verse Witter Bynner 



EARTH-BORN 

No lapidary's heaven^ no brazier's hell for me^ 
For I am made of dust and dew and stream and 

plant and tree: 
I'm close akin to boulders^ I am cousin to the mud^ 
And all the winds of all the sky make music in my 

blood. 

I want a brook and pine trees; I want a storm to 

blow 
Loud-lunged across the looming hills, with driven 

sleet and snow. 
Don't put me off with diadems and thrones of chry- 

soprase; 
I want the winds of northern nights and wild March 

days. 

My blood runs red with sunset, my body is white with 

rain. 
And on my heart auroral skies have set their scarlet 

stain. 
My thoughts are green with springtime, and in the 

meadow-rue 
I think my very soul is growing green and gold and 

blue. 

What will be left, I wonder, when death has washed 
me clean 
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Of dust and dew and sundown and April's virgin 

green? 
If there's enough to make a ghost^ I'll bring it back 

again 
To the little lovely earth that bore me^ hodj, soul^ 

and brain. 

Smart Set OdeU Shepard 



OUT O* THE STARS 

Out o' the stars an' out o' the wind an' out o' the 

sea stole Ij 
An' I was a creature o' vagrancy that romped in the 

field o' the sky. 
An' I was a creature that crazily found sport in the 

mad nu>on-shine, 
An' I was a guest o' the sad, pale mist to loan her 

some joys o' mine. 
I was filled with the breath that the night's heart 

breathed in the new-bom soul of me — 
That first strange thirst she quenched with a draught 

of the wine of pure extacy. 
An' I was a fellow of gay star-shine, had kin in 

the daffodil. 
As I ran to the place where the dawn slips in for my 

feet would not be still! 

Out o' the clouds an' out o' the breeze an' out o' 

the mom stole I. 
An' I was a half crazed loon an' drunk with the dew 

of the day. That's why 
I danced to the bend in the morning road then dashed 

through a slumbering wood. 
Where a sleepy Jack in a green pulpit cried, " Shame, 

can you not be good? " 
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An' I that was bom o' the gypsy moon laughed back 

at his preaching then: 
" I am not good ! I am bad^ all bad^ as bad as the 

madcap Pan! 
But^ oh I am glad! I am glad! I am mad as the 

maddest wild March hare! 
I was sent with a surge of a swinging soul and for 

long I stay nowhere ! '' 

Out o' the singing pines an' the hill^ out o' the gentian 

hearts^ 
Out o' the green o' a rain-bathed fern in sequestered^ 

woodland parts^ 
Out o' the notes of a bird's swelled throaty free in the 

fresh wildwood^ 
Out o' the stream in the valley there^ out o' Spring's 

freshet floods 
Out o' the scent o' the happy trees that fair and 

straight arise 
I came to play in the gold sunshine^ an' I laughed 

with the sununer skies. 
An' I like a fugitive fleeing from earth flew fast to 

the Heaven's sill^ 
An' I sang as I lay on a cloudlet white for my heart 

would not be still ! 

Out o' the high lights of high noon^ out o' the noon 

day's star^ 
Out o' the mountain's discy height jutting the sky 

afar^ 
I came down in a gown o' gauze> I was a sprite that 

passed 
Like a wraith o' joy the proper homes and proper 

folks' window glass. 
Ah^ how I shocked them that summer noon! An' I 

would not heed to their sigh^ 
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An' I would kave done with the sombemess o' the 

years gone dully by! 
The child that had cried on the stairs by day^ an' the 

maid that had wept in her dreams^ 
I had pushed far over a ragged cliff and I laughed 

with their splash an' their screams. 

The long^ brown hands of childhood were tight on 

my throaty they were hot. 
An' youth had hurt> had hurt too much with its 

loneliness I loved not. 
For that one mad flight on myself s wild heart I must 

pay and pay and pay. 
The proper folk never forgave me quite. But oh, 

what a night and a day ! 

Poetry Review of America Mora Scott 

CLOTHES 

Since the earliest days I have dressed myself 

In fanciful clothes; 

Trying to satisfy a whispering insistence. 

There was so much I dared not give 

To speech or act; 

So I put romance and fantasy 

Into my raiment. 

In that dreamy girlhood 

My clothes were like my thoughts; 

Vague and sentimental. 

They were of misty greens 

And faded lavenders; 

Like cloudy colors in entangled woods, 

Like the budding thoughts of a young girL 

Later on when womanhood came. 

And Motherhood sat consciously on me, 

88 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I essayed the dignified and noble 
In a trailing gown of gray. 

But Spring came^ 

And with it a dress of juicy green 

And tricky yellows^ 

With darts of Uack^ 

Like bare twigs showing through bright leaves. 

After a while I revelled in the sophistication 

Of a gown of black; 

Cut low^ swirling in worldly curves. 

And once I dared the long line of the siren 

In a gown of weird brocade. 

But these things have not silenced the whispers. 
Something urgent wants a tongue. 
My clothes are not me^ myself; 
Something real escapes in the translation of color 
and fabric. 

I think I should go naked into the streets^ 
And wander unclothed into people's parlors. 
The incredulous eyes of the bewildered world 
Might give me back my true image. . • . 
Maybe in the glances of others 
I would find out what I really am. 

Poetry Review of America 

Jean Starr Vntermeyer 

HAUNTED VILLAGE 

Little wistful shades^ when dusk was nearing. 
Flitted in the streets of Hemlock Town. 

Saw you not^ among the leafy shadows^ 
Breeze-stirred pinafores of beechen brown? 
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By closed shutters of the fanlight doorways 
Fond they lingered, faintly listening yet 

Only to the click of ancient needles 
And the rustle of an old Gazette; 

Vainly harkening for a sound of frolic 
In the silent Square and stately Green; 

Vaguely seeking, in our long prim gardens, 

Little boys and girls where none were seen; — 

Till what time the Poles and Finns and Syrians, 
Following the mills, came thronging down. 

And with patriarchal troops of children 

Waked the spellbound streets of Hemlock Town. 

Many little hob shoes danced and clattered. 
Earrings tinkled, and the dusky braid 

Nodded to the songs the Caesars' children 

Sang, and games that Pharaoh's daughter played. 

Then the little ghosts, in noiseless scamper 
Fleeing up the south wind, homeward hied 

To their nursery of low green pillows 

On the walled hill's moming^f routing side; 

Laying down their shadowy heads contented. 
Shed upon the drowsing wind their deep. 

Low last murmur of fulfilled desire, 

Sunk in dreams, and smiling in their sleep. 

Everyhody*9 Magazine Sarah N. Cleghom 

BATTLEDORE AND SHUTTLECOCK 

The shuttlecock soars upward 
In a parabola of whiteness. 
Turns, 
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And sinks to a perfect arc. 

Plat! the battledore strikes it^ 

And it rises again^ 

Without haste. 

Winged and carving. 

Tracing iU white flight 

Against the clipped hemlock trees. 

Plat! 

Up again. 

Orange and sparkling with siin^ 

Rounding under the blue sky, 

Dropping, 

Fading to grey-green 

In the shadow of the coned hemlocks. 

*' Ninety-one." " Ninety-two." " Ninety-three." 

The arms of the little gbls 

Come up — and up — 

Precisely, 

Like mechanical toys. 

The battledores beat at nothing. 

And toss the dazzle of snow 

Off their parchment drums. 

Ninety-four. Plat ! 

Ninety-five. Plat! 

Back and forth 

Goes the shuttlecock. 

Icicle-white, 

Leaping at the sharp-edged doads. 

Overturning, 

Falling, 

Down, 

And down, 

Tinctured with pink 
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From the upthmsting shine 
Of Oriental poppies. 

The little girls sway to the coanting rhythm: 

Left foot; 

Right foot. 

Plat! Plat! 

Yellow heat twines round the handles of the battle- 

dores; 
The parchment cracks with dryness; 
But the shuttlecock 
Swings slowly into the ice-blue sky. 
Heaving up on the warm air 
Like a foam bubble on a wave^ 
With feathers slanted and sustaining. 
Higher^ 

Until the earth turns beneath it; 
Poised and swingings 
With all the garden flowing beneath it. 
Scarlet; and blue^ and purple^ and white — 
Blurred color reflections in rippled water — 
Changing — streaming — 

For the moment that Stella takes to lift her arm. 
Then the shuttlecock relinquishes^ 
BowS; 
Descends; 

And the sharp blue spears of the air 
Thrust it to earth. 

Again it mounts. 

Stepping up on the rising scents of flowers. 

Buoyed up and under by the shining heat. 

Above the foxgloves, 

Above the guelder-roses. 

Above the greenhouse glitter. 

Till the shafts of cooler air 
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Meet it, 

Deflect it. 

Reject it^ 

Then down, 

Down, 

Past the greenhouse. 

Past the guelder-rose bush. 

Past the foxgloves. 

" Ninety-nine," Stella's battledore springs to the im* 

pact. 
Plat! Like the snap of a taut string. 
"Oh! Minna!" 

The shuttlecock drops zigzaggedlj. 
Out of orbit. 
Hits the path. 
And rolls over quite still. 
Dead white feathers^ 
With a weight at the end. 

Scribner*9 Magazine Amy Lowell 

TO MY CHILDREN — ASLEEP 

List to their gentle breathing in the night. 

Flushed pink with slumber. Now their curious 
eyes 

Pale-lidded, shine not, nor their glances bright 
Welcome the new day with its new surprise. 

How still the feet that raced — that leaped, as light 
As the small cloud that loiters in the skies: 

How rare the bud before its opening hour 

With fragrance that we find not in the perfect flower. 

And who am I to bring this rapture down, 
Irradiant, to bless the arid earth? 
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For I have ventured to the high unknown 

And grasped the Godhead in the hour of birth; 

My clay has dared to wear a kingly crown. 
And raid the heavens to appease my dearth: 

So close the ways of finite mortals bend 

To mysteries that round our fleeting lives extend. 

Now, as the days pass, they will grow and make 

A God of me — less worshipful than they: 
Of my imperfect image they will take 
. Only the good, will talk of me at play. 
Will weave me through their souls, so that to break 

Their gentle vision is to take away 
Their best delight. Ah, none but children see 
Behind the world-worn man his lost divinity. 

To them dim years will open: to their gaze 

Will mystery and prophecy unfold. 
Strange lights will shine upon them, and the rays 

Of unborn knowledge be in flame outrolled; 
No wonder will their wondrous eyes amaze: 

But God will baffle as he did of old. 
Till, on the steps of wisdom, it is given 
That man, being wise, may climb — a child — to 
heaven. 

And if, still tender, they shall think of me. 

Keep green the spot and guard the springing grass. 

Then I too shall remember, being free 

From earthly duty: I shall hear them pass. 

Catch even the word, and live on memory 

Of small, fond things: My soul shall not harass 

Those whom I dragged to earth. . . . See how they 
stir! 

Put out the light! The gloom cloaks best a wor- 
shiper. 

Harper*s Magazine Alan Sullivan 
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LULLABY 

Dream^ dream^ thou flesh of me ! 
Dream thou next my breast. 
Dream^ dream and coax tbe stars 
To light thee at thy rest. 

Sleep^ sleep; thou breath of Him 
Who watcheth thee and me. 
Dream^ dream^ and dreaming^ 
Coax that He shall see. 

Rest^ rest thou fairy form 
That presseth soft my breast. 
Rest; rest and nestle warm^ 
And rest and rest and rest. 

Beedy*$ Mirror Patience Worth 



THE SON 

(Southern Ohio Market Town) 

I heard an old farm-wife^ 

Selling some barley^ 
Mingle her life with life 

And the name "Charley." 

Saying: " The crop's all in. 
We're about through now; 

Long nights will soon begin. 
We're just us two now. 

"Twelve bushel at sixty cents, 

It's all I carried — 
He sickened making fence; 

He was to be married — 
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" It feds like frost was near — 

His kair was curly. 
The spring was late that year^ 

But the harvest early." 

The New Republic Ridgely Torrence 



WITH DEATH THE UNCOUTH 

I ABEL FULLER 

None could remember when he first came there^ 

And built his hut behind the lime-kiln hiU. 
His name was Abel^ and he had an air 
Of being a stranger strayed from anywhere 
Who bore his fellows neither good nor ill. 

He was not lazy^ yet he seldom worked^ 

But when he did^ he labored honestly; 
Whoever hired him could not say he shirked. 
Although he got only the jobs that irked. 
The cast-off toil that goes to poverty. 

He made no friends, and he would speak to few. 

Even a passing greeting in the road 
He often left unanswered. To our view 
His silence hid a secret, but none knew. 

Nor how he lived in his remote abode. 

He had a way, we could not understand. 

Of picking weeds to stick into his hair; 
Dead flowers, too, he would have in either hand 
In summer when the harvest filled the land. 
And every field with living things was fair. 

And in the springtime whole days he would spend 
Searching the woods for an unmated bird. 
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Hi8 life was gaunt^ and at the very end 
When he was dying we were there to tend^ 
But he gave as no answer that we heard ! 



II MARK ALLBN 

There was the dram he played so poorly^ 
Though all his days he prayed for skiU. 

Never in life would he beat it surely^ 
Even if the stars in heaven stood stilL 

There was the village band renewing 
Always his ancient ache to play. 

It was the sum of his soul's undoings 
And never he knew would it wear away. 

Little the village found amusing^ 
With no more than one straggling street^ 

So that without so much as choosing 
It turned to him as its jest complete. 

Thus in a humor quite bucolic 
It clutched at him as its lawful prey; 

Would it not add to the country's frolic 
If he should lead the band that day? 

Mindful he of the vain balked playing 
Could not take such a crown to wear; 

But he would were there no gainsaying 
Beat the drum for the county fair. 

Here the event well worth the coming— 
All the village was there to laugh — 

No matter if the clouds urged homing. 
Should not rain write his epitaph? 
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At last they come with piccoli shrilling/ 
He^ head high^ with the raised sticks dumb — 

Now the silence that will break tMll'"g 
In the crash of the rolling drimi. 

All the years of his patient failing 

Shielded are by a blinding lights 
For none sees, since they all are quailing^ 

Just how the lightning made wrong right! 

Ill AS ▲ DECADENT PASSES 

Bid the dawn come; the moonlight is too pale; 

Shadows are tiring me; night is so long. 
Shabby the lures of life^ and they all fail^ 

Nor is there music for the farewell song. 

Death has prepared a most authentic thrill — 
I hear the whisper of his winding sheets 

And, lo! he brings me over the lone hill 
New-cut gardenias for my head and feet 

The Poetry Review of America Donald Evant 



MAD BLAKE 

Blake saw a tree-full of angels at Peckham Rye^ 
And his hands could lay hold of the tiger's terrible 

heart. 
Blake knew how deep is Hell^ and Heaven how 

high. 
And could build the Universe from one tiny part 
Blake heard the asides of God, as with furrowed 

brow 
He sifts the star-streams between the Then and the 

Now, 
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In vast infant sagacity brooding — an infant's grace 
Shining serene on His simple benignant face. 

Blake^ they say, was mad; and Space's Pandora-box 
Loosed its secrets upon him, devils — and angels, 

indeed! 
I, they say, am sane; but no key of mine unlocks 
One lock of one gate where through Heaven's glory 

is freed. 
And I hark and I hold my breath daylong, year* 

long. 
Out of comfort and easy dreaming evermore starting 

awake. 
Yearning beyond all sanity for some echo of that 

song 
Of songs that was sung to the soul of the madman, 

Blake! 

Reedy's Mirror WiUiam Rose Benit 



THE SHEPHERD TO THE POET 

Och, what's the good o' spinnin' words 

As iine as silken thread? 
Will "golden gorse upon the hill" 

Be gold to buy ye bread? 

An' while ye're list'nin' in th' glen 
"To catch the thrush's lay," 

Your thatch is scattered be th' wind. 
Your sheep have gone astray. 

Th' time ye're afther makin' rhymes 

O' leppin' waves an' sea, 
Arrah! ye should be sellin' then 

Your lambs upon th' quay. 
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Sure^ 'tis God's ways is very quare^ 
An' far beyant my ken^ 
How o' the selfsame clay he makes 
Poets an' useful men ! 

Boitan Tramcript Agne$ Kendrick Gray 



THE HORSE THffiF 

There he moved, cropping the grass at the purple 
canyon's lip. 
His mane was mixed with the moonlight that sil- 
vered his snow-white side. 
For the moon sailed out of a cloud with the wake of 
a spectral ship, 
I crouched and I crawled on my belly, my lariat 
coil looped wide. 

Dimly and daxk the mesas broke on the starry sky. 
A pall covered every color of their gorgeous glory 
at noon. 
I smelt the yucca and mesquite, and stifled my heart's 
quick cry. 
And wormed* and crawled on my belly to where 
he moved against the moon! 

Some Moorish barb was that mustang's sire. His 
lines were beyond all wonder. 
From the prick of his ears to the flow of his tail 
he ached in my throat and eyes. 
Steel and velvet grace! As the prophet says, God 
had ''clothed his neck with tiiunder." 
(%, marvelous with the drifting cloud he drifted 
across the skies! 
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And then I was near at hand — crouched^ and bal- 
anced^ and cast the coil; 
And the moon was smothered in dond^ and the 
rope through my hands with a rip! 
But somehow I gripped and clangs with the blood 
in my brain aboil^ — 
With a turn round the rugged tree-stump there 
on the purple canyon's lip. 

Right into the stars he reared aloft^ his red eye roll- 
ing and raging. 
He whirled and sunfished and lashed, and rocked 
the earth to thunder and flame. 
He squealed like a regular devil horse. I was hag- 
gard and spent and aging — 
Roped clean, but almost storming dear, his fury 
too fierce to tame. 

And I cursed myself for a tenderfoot moon-dazzled 
to play the part, 
But I was doubly desperate then^ with the poss6 
pulled out from town. 
Or I'd never have tried it. I only knew I must get 
a mount and start. 
The filly had snapped her foreleg short. I had 
had to shoot her down. 

So there he struggled and strangled, and I snubbed 
him around the tree. 
Nearer, a little near — hoofs planted, and lolling 
tongue — 
Till a sudden slack pitched me backward. He reared 
right on top of me. 
Mother of God — that moment! He missed me 
. . . and up I swung. 
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Somehow^ gone daft completely and clawix^ a bunch 
of his mane^ 
As he stumbled and tripped in the lariat^ there 
I was-— np and astride 
And cursing for seven counties! And the mustang? 
Just insane! 
Crack-bang! went the rope; we cannoned off the 
tree — then — gods^ that ride! 

A rocket — that's all^ a rocket! I dug with my 
teeth and nails. 
Why we never hit even the high spots (though I 
hardly remember things)^ 
But I heard a monstrous booming like a thunder of 
flapping sails 
When he spread — well^ cM me a liar! — when 
he spread those wings^ those wings! 

So white that my eyes were blinded^ thick-feathered 
and wide unfurled. 
They beat the air into billows. We sailed, and 
the earth was gone. 
Canyon and desert and mesa withered below, with the 
world. 
And then I knew that mustang; for I — was Bel- 
lerophon ! 

Yes, glad as the Greek, and mounted on a horse of 
the elder gods. 
With never a magic bridle or a fountain-mirror 
nigh! 
My chaps and spurs and holster must have looked it? 
What's the odds? 
I'd a leg over lightning and thunder, careering 
across the sky! 
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And forever streaming before me^ fanning my fore- 
head cool^ 
Flowed a mane of molten silver; and just before 
my thighs 
(As I gripped his velvet-muscled ribs^ while I cursed 
myself for a fool)^ 
The steady pulse of those pinions — their wonder- 
ful fall and rise! 

The bandanna I bought in Bowie blew loose and 
whipped from my neck. 
My shirt was stuck to my shoulders and ribbon- 
ing out behind. 
The stars were dancing, wheeling and glancing^ dip- 
ping with smirk and beck. 
The clouds were flowing^ dusking and growing. 
We rode a roaring wind. 

We soared through the silver starlight to knodt at the 
planets' gates. 
New shimmering constellations came whirling into 
our ken. 
Red stars and green and golden swung out of the void 
that waits 
For man's great last adventure; the Signs took 
shape — and then 

I knew the lines of that Centaur the moment I saw 
him come ! 
The musical-box of the heavens all around us rolled 
to a tune 
That tinkled and chimed and trilled with silver sounds 
that struck you dumb^ 
As if some archangel were grinding out the music 
of the moon. 
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Melody-dmnk on the Milky Way^ as we swept and 
soared hilarious^ 
Foil in our pathway^ sndden he stood — the Cen- 
taur of the Stars, 
Flashing from head and hoofs and breast! I knew 
him for Sagittarius. 
He reared, and bent and drew his bow. He 
crouched as a boxer spars. 

Flung back on his haunches, weird he loomed — then 
leapt — and the dim void lightened. 
Old White Wings shied and swerved aside, and 
fled from the splendor-shod. 
Through a flashing welter of worlds we charged. I 
knew why my horse was frightened. 
He had two faces — a dog's and a man's — that 
Babylonian god! 

Also, he followed us real as fear. Ping! went an 
arrow past. 
My broncho buck- jumped, humping high. We 
plunged ... I guess that's all! 
I lay on the purple canyon's lip, when I opened my 
eyes at last — 
Stiff and sore and my head like a drum, but I broke 
no bones in the faU. 

So you know — and now you may string me up. 
Such was the way you caught me. 
Thank you for letting me tell it straight, though 
you never could greatly care. 
For I took a horse that wasn't mine ! . . . But there's 
one the heavens brought me. 
And I'll hang right happy, because I know he is 
waiting for me up there. 
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From creamy muisle to cannon-bone, by God, he's 
a peerless wonder! 
He is steel and velvet and furnace-fire, and death's 
snpremest prise; 
And never again shall be roped on earth that netk 
that is " clothed with thunder "... 
String me up, Dave! Go dig my grave! I rode 
him acro$9 the ikieii 

Poetry: A Magazine of Vene 

JViUiam Rote BenH 



SAINT JOHN OF NEPOMUC 

Last summer I Columbused John, in Prague, that 

deadly Bush League town — 
I'd quit 'em cold on pictures and cathedrals for 

awhile. 
I hung around for Ma and Sis (Good Lord, there 

wasn't one they'd miss — 
Pale martyrs till you couldn't sleep. Madonnas by the 
mile!) 

I read some dope in Baedeker about a tablet on the 

bridge^ 
And how they slipped this poor old scout the double 

cross for fair. 
I'm off high-brow historic truck, but Father John of 

Nepomuc, 
You must admit he was the goods. Believe me, he 

was there! 

The king was Wenzel Number Four. John was sky- 
pilot for the court. 

King gets a hunch that Mrs. King has something on 
her mind. 
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He goes to sleuthing more and more. He says, 
" Gadsookfl ! I'U have their gore ! " 

(Don't ever let 'em string jou on that bmik that love 
is blind!) 

The queen — I'll bet she was some queen — she tan- 
goes blithely on her way. 

She fails to see the storm clouds on her regal hus- 
band's dome. 

I got him guessed, that Wenzel guy harpoons a girl 
that's young and spry. 

And tries to seal her up for life in the Old People's 
Home! 

The way I had it figured out she married him to 

please her folks: 
"Our son-in-law, the Kink, you know!" (Some 

speed! I guess that's poor?) 
So, when she sights a Maiden's Dream — some real 

live wire that's made the team. 
Well, she sits up and notices, like any girl. Why, 

sure! 

Old Wenzel can't quite cinch the case, but what he 
doesn't know, he thinks. 

The lump he calls a heart congeals beneath his fancy 
vest. 

He sends for poor old Father John and says as fol- 
lows: — "I am on! 

I merely lack a few details! What hath the queen 
confessed? " 

He holds the court upon the bridge. "Speak up," 

he says, or otherwise 
These spears shall thrust you down to death ! Come 

through! I am the king! 
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Kick in ! What did mj spouse confess ? " The queen 

sends frantic S. O. S. . . . 
Maybe I sort of doied^ but well — here's how I got 

this thing . . . 

He saw the startled courtiers, straining their ears; 
He saw the white queen swaying, striving to stand; 
He saw the soldiers tensely gripping their spears, 
Waiting the king's command: 
He heard a small page drawing a sobbing breath; 
He heard a bird's call, poignant and sweet and low; 
He heard the rush of the river, spelling death. 
Mocking him, down below. 

But he only said, "My liege. 

To my honor you lay siege. 

And that fortress you can never overthrow." 

He thought of how he had led them, all the years; 
He thought of how he had served them, death and 

birth; 
He thought of healing their hates, stilling their 

fears . . . 
Humbly, he weighed his worth. 
He knew he was leaving them, far from the goal; 
He knew, with a deep joy, it was safe . . . and wise. 
He knew that now the pale queen's pitiful soul 
Would awake, and arise. 

And he only said, " My king. 

Every argument you bring 

Merely sets my duty forth in sterner guise." 

He felt the spears' points, merciless, thrust him 

down; 
He felt the exquisite, fierce glory of pain; 
He felt the bright waves eager, reaching to drown. 
Engulf him, body and brain. 
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He sensed cries^ faint and clamorous/ far behind; 
He sensed cool peace^ and the buoyant arms of love; 
He sensed like a beacon^ clear, beckoning, kind. 
Five stars, floating above . . . 

To the ones who watched it seemed 
That he slept . • . and smiled . • . and 

dreamed. 
"And the waters were abated . . . and the 
dove." 

And there I was on that old bridge — boob fresh- 
man me, on that same bridge! 

The lasy river hummed and purred, and sang a 
sleepy song. 

Of course, I know it Ustens queer, but, gad, it was 
so real and near, 

I stood there basking in the sun for goodness knows 
how long. 

Sometimes I see it even now. I see that little, lean 

old saint 
Put up against the shining spears his simple nerve 

and pluck: 
And once, by Jove, you know, he came right down 

beside me in the game . . . 
We know who made the touchdown then, old John of 

Nepomuc ! 

Poetry: A Magazine of Veree 

Ruth Comfort Mitchell 



THE HEMP 

(A Virginia Legend) 

THE PLANTING OF THE HEMP 

Captain Hawk scourged clean the ieas 
(Black is the gap below the plank) 
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From the Great North Bank to the Carihheee 
(Down by the mareh the hemp growe rank). . 

Hii fear woe on the eeaport towne. 

The weight of hii hand held hard the downe. 

And the merchante cuned him, hitter and black. 

For a red flame in the eea-fog'i wrack 

Wae all of their ehipe that might come back. 

For all he had one word alone. 

One clod of dirt in their facee thrown, 

** The hemp that ehall hang me ie not grown! ** 

Hie name beetrode the eeae like Death, 
The waten trembled at hie breath. 

Thie ii the tale of how he feU, 

Of the long sweep and the heavy rwell. 

And the rope that dragged him down to hell. 

The fight was done, and the gutted ship, 
Stripped like a shark the sea-gulls strip, 

Lurched blindly, eaten out with flame. 
Back to the land from whence she came, 
A skimming horror, an eyeless shame. 

And Hawk stood upon his quarter-deck. 
And saw the sky and saw the wreck. 

Below, a butt for sailors' jeers, 

White as the sky when a white squall nears. 

Huddled the crowd of the prisoners. 

Over the bridge of the tottering plank. 

Where the sea shook and the gulf yawned blank. 

They shrieked and struggled and dropped and sank, 
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Pinioned anna and hands bound fast. 
One girl alone was left at last. 

Sir Henry Gaunt was a mighty lord. 
He sat in state at the Council board; 

The governors were as naught to him. 
From one rim to the other rim 

Of his great plantations, flung out wide 
Like a purple cloak, was a full month's ride. 

Life and death in his white hands lay. 
And his only daughter stood at bay. 
Trapped like a hare in the toils that day. 

He sat at wine in his gold and his lace. 

And far away, in a bloody place. 

Hawk came near, and she covered her face. 

He rode in the fields, and the hunt was brave. 
And far away his daughter gave 
A shriek that the seas cried out to hear. 
And he could not see and he could not save. 

Her white soul withered in the mire 

As paper shrivels up in fire, 

And Hawk laughed, and he kissed her mouth. 

And her body he took for his desire. 

THE GROWING OF THE HEMP 

Sir Henry stood in the manor room. 

And his eyes were hard gems in the gloom. 

And he said, "Go dig me furrows five 

Where the green marsh creeps like a thing alive- 

There at its edge, where the rushes thrive." 
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And where the furrows rent the ground. 
He sowed the seed of hemp around. 

And the blacks shrink back and are sore afraid 
At the furrows five that rib the glade. 
And the voodoo work of the master's spade. 

For a cold wind blows from the marshland near. 
And white things move, and the night grows drear, 
And they chatter and crouch and are sick with fear. 

But down b}f the fnanh, where the gratf slavei gleam. 
The hemp sprouts up, and the earth is seen 
Veiled with a tenuous mist of green. 

And Hawk still scourges the Caribbees, 
And many men kneel at his knees. 

Sir Henry sits in his house alone. 

And his eyes are hard and dull like stone. 

And the waves beat, and the winds roar, 
And all things are as they were before. 

And the days pass, and the weeks pass. 
And nothing changes but the grass. 

But down where the fireflies are like eyes. 
And the damps shudder, and the mists rise. 
The hemp-stalks stand up toward the skies. 

And down from the poop of the pirate ship 
A body falls, and the great sharks grip. 

Innocent, lovely, go in grace! 

At last there is peace upon your face. 
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And Hawk laughs loud as the corpse is thrown, 
" The hemp that shall hang me is not grown! " 

Sir Henry's face is iron to mark, 
And he gazes ever in the dark. 

And the days pass, and the weeks pass. 
And the world is as it always was. 

But down htf the manh the iicklei beam. 

Glitter an glitter, gleam on gleam. 

And the hemp falle down by the stagnant etream. 

And Hawk beats up from the Caribbees, 
Swooping to pounce in the Northern seas. 

Sir Henry sits sunk deep in his chair, 
And white as his hand is grown his hair. 

And the days pass, and the weeks pass. 
And the sands roll from the hour-glass. 

But down bff the mareh in the blazing eun 
The hemp is smoothed and twitted and epun. 
The rope made, and the work done. 

THE USING OF THE HEMP 

Captain Hawk scourged clean the seas 
(Black is the gap below the plank) 

From the Great North Bank to the Caribbees 
(Down by the marsh the hemp grows rank). 

He sailed in the broad Atlantic track, 
And the ships that saw him came not back. 
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And once again, where the wide tides ran. 
He stooped to harry a merchantman. 

He bade her stop. Ten gons spake tme 
From her hidden ports, and a hidden crew. 
Racking his great ship through and through. 

Dazed and dumb with the sudden death. 
He scarce had time to draw a breath 

Before the grappling-irons bit deep. 
And the boarders slew his crew like sheep. 

Hawk stood up straight, his breast to the steel; 
His cutlass made a bloody wheel. 

His cutlass made a wheel of flame. 
They shrank before him as he came. 

And the bodies fell in a choking crowd, 
And still he thundered out aloud, 

" The hemp that shall hang me is not grown ! " 
They fled at last. He was left alone. 

Before his foe Sir Henry stood. 

" The hemp is grown, and my word made good ! " 

And the cutlass clanged with a hissing whir 
On the lashing blade of the rapier. 

Hawk roared and charged like a maddened buck. 
As the cobra strikes. Sir Henry struck. 

Pouring his life in a single thrust, 

And the cutlass shivered to sparks and dust. 
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Sir Henry stood on the blood-stained deck. 
And set his foot on his foe's neck. 

Then from the hatch, where the rent decks slope. 
Where the dead roll and the wounded grope. 
He dragged the serpent of the rope. 

The sky was blue, and the sea was still. 
The waves lapped softly, hill on hill, 
And between one wave and another wave 
The doomed man's cries were little and shrilL 

The sea was blue, and the sky was calm; 
The air dripped with a golden balm. 
Like a wind-blown fruit between sea and sun, 
A black thing writhed at a yard-arm. 

Slowly then, and awesomely. 

The ship sank, and the gallows-tree, 

And there was naught between sea and sun — 

Naught but the sun and the sky and the sea. 

But down by the marth where the fever breeds, 
Ofdy the water chuckles and pleads; 
For the hemp clings fast to a dead man's throat. 
And blind Fate gathers back her seeds. 

Century Magazine Stephen Vincent BenSt 



REVELATION 

He had not made the team. The ultimate moment - 
Last practice for the big game, his senior year- 

Had come and gone again with dizzying swiftness. 
It was all over now, and the sudden cheer 
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That rose and swelled to greet the elect eleven 
Sounded his bitter failure on his ear. 

He had not made the team. He was graduating: 
The last grim chance was gone, and the last hope 
fled; 

The final printed list tacked np in the quarters; 
A girl in the bleachers turned away her head. 

He knew that she was trying to keep from crying; 
Under his tan there burned a painful red. 

He had not made the. team. The family waiting 

His wire, up State; the little old loyal town 
That had looked to him year by year to make it 
famous, 
And laureled him each time home with fresh re- 
nown; 
The men from the house there, tense, breathlessly 
watching. 
And, after all, once more, he'd thrown them down. 

He had not made the team, after years of striving; 

After all he had paid to try, and held it cheap, — 
The sweat and blood and strain and iron endurance, — 

And the harassed nights, too aching-tired to sleep; 
The limp that perhaps he might be cured of some 
day; 

The ugly scar that he would always keep. 

He had not made the team. He watched from the 
side lines. 

Two days later, a part of a sad patrol. 
Battered and bruised in his crouched, blanketed body. 

Sick and sore to his depths, and aloof in dole, 
Until he saw the enemy's swift advancing 
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Sweeping his team-mates backward. Then from 
his soul 
Was deansed the sense of self and the sting of fail- 
ure. 
And he was one of a pulsings straining whole. 
Bracing to stem the tide of the on-flung bodies, 
Helping to halt that steady, relentless roll; 
Then he was part of a fighting, frenzied unit 
Forcing them back and back and back from the 
goal. 
There on the side lines came the thought like a whip- 
crack 
As his team rallied and rose and took control: 

He had not made the team, but for four long eea- 
sons. 
Each of ten grinding weeke, he had given the 
flower. 
The euence, and strength of body brain, and epirit. 
He and hi$ kind — the eecond team — tUl the 
power 
To cope with opposition and to eurmount it 
Into the team wae driven againet thie hour! 

What did it matter who held fast to the leather, 
He or another? What was a four-years' dream? 

Out of his heart the shame and rancor lifted; 

There burst from his throat a hoarse, exultant 
scream. 

Not In the fight, but part of it, he was winning! 
This was his victory: he had made the team! 

The Century Magazine 

Ruth Comfort Mitchell 
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LINCX)LN 



Like a gaont^ scraggly pine 

Which lifts its head above the mournful sandhills; 
And patiently, through dull years of bitter silence, 
Untended and uncared for, starts to grow. 

Ungainly, labouring, huge. 

The wind of the north has twisted and gnarled its 
branches ; 

Yet in the heat of midsummer days, when thunder- 
clouds ring the horicon, 

A nation of men shall rest beneath its shade. 

And it shall protect them all. 

Hold everyone safe there, watching aloof in silence; 
Until at last one mad stray bolt from the senith 
Shall strike it in an instant down to earth. 

n 

There was a darkness in this man; an immense and 

hollow darkness. 
Of which we may not speak, nor share with him, nor 

enter; 
A darkness through which strong roots stretched 

downwards into the earth 
Towards old things; 

Towards the herdman-kings who walked the earth 

and spoke with God, 
Towards the wanderers who sought for they knew not 

what, and found their goal at last; 
Towards the men who waited, only waited patiently 

when all seemed lost 
Many bitter winters of defeat; 
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Down to the granite of patience 

These roots sweptj knotted fibrous roots^ prying, 

piercing, seeking, 
And drew from the living rock and the living waters 

about it 
The red sap to carry upwards to the sun. 

Not proud, but humble. 

Only to serve and pass on, to endure to the end 

through service; 
For the axe is laid at the roots of the trees, and 

all that bring not forth good fruit 
Shall be cut down on the day to come and cast into 

the fire. 

m 

There is a silence abroad in the land to-day, 

And in the hearts of men, a deep and anxious silence; 

And, because we are still at last, those bronze lips 

slowly open. 
Those hollow and weary eyes take on a gleam of 

light. 

Slowly a patient, firm-syllabled voice cuts through 
the endless silence 

Like labouring oxen that drag a plow through the 
chaos of rude clay-fields; 

I went forward as the light goes forward in early 
spring. 

But there were also many things which I left be- 
hind. 

Tombs that were quiet; 

One, of a mother, whose brief light went out in the 
darkness. 
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One, of a loved one, the mow on whose grave is long 

falling, 
One, only of a child, bnt it was mine. 

Have jou forgot jour graves? Go, question them in 
anguish. 

Listen long to their unstirred lips. From jonr hos- 
tages to silence. 

Learn there is no life without death, no dawn with- 
out sunsetting. 

No victory but to him who has given alL 



TV 

The clamour of cannon dies down, the furnace-mouth 

of the battle is silent. 
The midwinter sun dips and descends, the earth takes 

on afresh its bright colours. 
But he whom we mocked and obeyed not, he whom we 

scorned and mistrusted. 
He has descended, like a god, to his rest. 

Over the uproar of cities. 

Over the million intricate threads of life wavering 

and crossing. 
In the midst of problems we know not, tangling, per-' 

plexing, ensnaring, 
Bises one white tomb alone. 

Beam over it, stars. 

Wrap it 'round, stripes — stripes red for the pain 

that he bore for you — 
Enfold it forever, O flag, rent, soiled, but repaired 

through your anguish; 
Long as you keep him there safe, the nations shall 

bow to your law. 
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Strew over him flowers: 

Bine forget-me-nots from the norths and the bright 
pink arbatas 

From the east^ and from the west rich orange blos- 
som^ 

But from the heart of the land take the passion- 
flower; 

Bayed^ violet^ dim^ 

With the naHs that pierced^ the cross that he bore 

and the circlet^ 
And beside it there lay also one lonely snow-white 

magnolia^ 
Bitter for remembrance of the healing which has 

passed. 

Poetry Review of America 

John Gould Fletcher 

TO THE SCHOONER CASCO 
Dear to B. L. S. 

(Remodelled for the fishing-trade of the Pacific Coast) 
Has he forsaken heaven qnite^ 

Where is no sail nor any sea. 
And for the sake of lost delight 

Evaded immortality^ 
To feel the wind that sets yoa free^ 

And tempt yon to a wide blue flight 
Where any trailing dawn may be 

Deep-fringed with breakers bursting white? 

Would he exchange all Paradise 

For islands arabesqned with mom^ 
In your slim shape the magic lies^ 

And to such honor were yon bom. 
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For him shall peace grow less forlorn^ 

Who has the sea-light in his eyes. 
And hears Orion's hunting-hom 

Cry challenge down the biasing skies? 

Now men forget what dawns yon knew^ 

What painted sunsets flaring far: 
For these calm coasts they destine you. 

Nor think whose Silver Ship yon are. 
Oh leaping bow and thrilling spar 

And canvas bright against the blue, 
Yoiir Skipper steers yon for a star! 

Obey him as you used to do. 

So shall you tread again the floor 

Uncharted you were wont to roam. 
And flee in ecstasy before 

The squalls that fail to drive you home: 
Shall hear his laughter as of yore. 

When the cloud breaks, the green waves comb. 
And make his spirit glad once more 

With flagons of enchanted foam! 

But when the ocean's azure swoon 

Glasses some isle of memories. 
Steal thither softly, to maroon 

Your wilful master, if he please ! 
Slip in by night behind the trees 

Of its star-paven deep lagoon. 
And drift across the Pleiades 

To anchor in the floating moon. 

Poetry Review of 4^^^^^ 

Grace Hazard Conkling 
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THE CITY 

There is a crown upon her brow that seeniB 
To every one his own. Also her womb 
Is heavy with to-morrow, and the doom 

Of high desires, fond hopes, and hidden schemes. 

Friend that destroys or angel that redeems 
Or man that struggles -^ there is none to whom 
She can deny her glory and her gloom. 

Her iron labors and her golden dreams. 

Now in her robe of light, she smiles upon 
The world with such a promise as proclaims 
The Maid of Seven Stars unbosoming 
God's mercy to the needful . • . and anon, 
Salom6, daughter of a thousand shames. 
Dancing in all her jewels before the king. 

Harper's Weekly Brian Hooker 



RIVERSIDE 

There should be music in a place like this. 
And patter of delicate feet upon the dew 
Dancing, and shy sweet laughter flashing through 

Song, as a dream is broken by a kiss. 

Under such blossomy shade might Artemis 

Lean down to learn what warm-haired Leto knew, 
Or Dionysos lead his clamorous crew 

Where the cool stream should bathe their burning 
bliss. 

Ashes of dreams! . . . Turn yonder, and behold 
The Giant of our modem faith; whereby 

Ourselves, grown wiser than the gods of old. 
Poison the western wind with alchemy, 
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And write with lightning on the midnight tkj 
The golden legend of his Inst for gold. 

Harper^s Weekly Brian Hooker 



THE WEAVER 

How hard it is to weave a wreath 

Of song for a maiden's brow^ 
Is known to the weaver's soul alone^ — 

I think I know it now; 
For the weaver never can weave the song 

He feels^ though he weave his whole life long. 

Poetry Review of America E. J. V. Huiginu 



NOCTURNE 

All the earth a hush of white^ 

White with moonlight all the skies; 

Wonder of a winter night — 
And . . . your eyes. 

Hues no palette dares to claim 

Where the spoils of sunken ships 

Leap to light in singing flame -r- 
And . • . your lips. 

Darkness as the shadows creep 

Where the embers si^ to rest; 
Silence of a world asleep — 

And . . • your breast. 

Harper's Magazine Amelia Joeephine Burr 
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SONG OF THE DAUGHTERS OF CELEUS 

Deep the well and dark the water^ 

Far we let our pitchers down. 
Prisoned water, prisoned water. 

Fill the gleaming pitchers brown; 
Fill and brim and sparkle after; 
Pools of sunlight edged with laughter 

Wait their guest in Celeus' town. 

When we lean above the water. 

Imaged in the twilight lies 
One who comes for Celeus' daughter. 

Kindly brave and kindly wise. 
Shadowy layers of darkness cover 
Him, the coming lord and lover — 

Hers who has the brightest eyes. 

Harper's Magazine Louis V. Ledoux 



KAN-IL-LAK THE SINGER 

TO NAK-KU 

Na)c-Ku, desired! 
Thine eyes speak gifts 
But thy hands are empty. 
Thy lips draw me 

Like morning's flame on a song-bird's wing. 
I follow — but thy kiss is denied. 
I am a hunter alone in a forest of silence. 
Under what bough 
Are the warm wings of thy kiss folded? 

Amid the scent of berries drying 
From my high roof I have seen the dusky sea 
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Trip rustlingly along the sand-floorf. 

In little moccasins of silver^ moon-broidered with 

shells of longing. 
Ah^ thy little moccasins, Nak-Ku! 
But thy feet recede from me like ebbing tides. 

I have closed my door: 
The heavy cedar-blanket hangs before it. 
Since thoa comest not. 
Better that my narrow pine conch seem wide as a 

winter field. 
The moon makes silver shadows on my floor through 

the poplars. 
The wind rustles the leaves^ 
Swaying the boughs o'er the smoke-hole; 
The little silver shadows run toward my conch — 
Ah-hi, Nak-Ku! 

I hear the pattering of women on the sand-paths: 
Fluttered laughs^ bird-whisperings before my lodge — 
"Oh lover, lover!" 

Brave little fingers tap upon the cedar-blanket. 
But I do not open my door — 
Better this grief! 
I am thy poet, Nak-Ku, 
Faithfid to her who has given me 
Dreams! 

NAK-KU ANSWERS 

I have given dreams to Kan-il-Lak, the singer ! 

Oh, what care I, Kan-il-Lak, 
Though thy hut be full of witches, 
Thy lips' melody flown before their kisses? 
Know I not that all women 
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Must to the singer bring their gifts? 
Know I not that to the singer comes at last 
His hour of gift-judging? 

I wiU lie^ like a moonbeam^ in thj heart. 

A hundred gifts shall fall regarded not: 
But where among the dust of forgetfulness 
The one pearl shell is found — 
Pure^ faint-flushed with longings 
The deeps no man has seen 

Brimming its lyric mouth with mystical murmurs - 
There shalt thou pause 
And render me thy song! 

Poetry: A Magazine of Veree 

Constance Lindeay Skinner 



EVE SPEAKS 



Pause, God, and ponder, ere Thou judgest me. 

Though it be doomsday, and the trampling winds 

Bush blindly through the stark and cowering skies. 

Bearing Thy fearful mandate like a sword, 

I do not tremble, ... I am unafraid. 

Though the red flame of wrath lick up the worlds. 

And dizzy stars fall in a golden rain; 

Though, in an agonizing fear of life. 

The sunmioned spirits, torn from gentle graves. 

Whirl at Thy feet or fly before Thy frown 

Like leaves that run before a scornful breeze, 

I do not fly, . . . my soul is unafraid. 

Years have swept over me and in the wash 
Of foaming centuries have been forgot. 
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Yet still my soul remembers Paradise^ 

That perfect echo of Thy gentler mood. 

Wrapped in a drowsy luxury we livedo 

Beauty our food and idleness our pillow. 

Day after day^ we walked beneath Thy smile; 

And^ as we wandered through the glittering hours. 

Our souls unfolding with the friendly earth, 

Eden grew lovelier to our eager eyes. 

With every step a clump of trees, a star. 

An undiscovered flower, a hill, a cry, 

A new wild sunset or a wilder bird. 

Entered our lives and grew a part of us. 

Lord, there was naught but happiness — and yet. 

Though Adam gloried in the world's content. 

And sunned himself in rich complacency. 

The thought that there was something more than 

joy. 

Beyond all beauty, greater than singing peace 
And tranquil happiness, vexed all my hours. 
Here in a garden, without taint or care. 
We played like children, we who were not children. 
Swaddled with ease, lulled with Thy softest dreams. 
We lived in perfect calm — who were not per- 
fect. ... 
Eden was made for angels — not for Man. 
Often the thought of this would come to me 
When Adam's songs seemed empty of all mirth; 
When he grew moody and the reckless fire 
Leaped in his eyes and died; or when I saw 
Him lying at my side, his brawny arms 
Knotted with strength, his bosom deep and broad, 
His hands tight-clenched, his mouth firm, even in 

sleep. 
Here was a body made to build and dare; 
Here was a brain designed to dream and mould — 
To waste such energy on such a life ! 
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I could not think it. Seeing him^ I knew 
Man made for Eden only — not for more — 
Was made in vain. • . • I claimed my Adam^ God; 
Claimed him for fiercer things and lustier worlds^ 
Immoderate measures^ insolent desires; 
Claimed him for great and strengthening defeats. 
He was but one' of many things to Thee — 
A cunning lump of claj^ a sentient clod — 
One of a universe of miracles. 
Each day a fresh creation was to Thee; 
Thou hadst infinity to shape and guard — 
I only Adam. 

Lying awake one night beneath the Tret, 

I heard him sighing in a fitful sleep. 

A cold, disdainful moon mocked my unrest, 

A night-bird circled out beyond the wood. 

Never did Eden seem so much a prison — 

Past the great gates I glimpsed the unknown world. 

Lying unfettered in majestic night. 

I saw the broadening stream hold out its arms, 

The proud hills called me and the lure 

Of things unheard, unguessed at, caught my soul. 

Adam was made for this — and this for him. 

The peace of Eden grew intolerable. 

Better the bold uncertainty of toil. 

The granite scorn of the experienced world. 

And failure upon failure; better these 

Than this enforced and rotting indolence. 

Adam should know his godhood; he should feel 

The weariness of work, and pride of it; 

The labor of creation, and its joy. 

His hands should rear the dream, his sinews think; 

And, in a rush of liberated power. 

He should rend and tame, and wrest its secret from 
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The fweatingy energetic earth; his frame ahould 

thriU 
With every keen, coorageoiis enterprise^ 
Until his rude and stombling soul could grasp 
Conquering and unconquerable jojs. 
So should his purpose tower to the stars; 
Face^ without fear^ contemptuous centuries; 
Meet the astonished heavens with a langh^ 
And answer God with God's own words and deeds. 

One thing alone would give all this to him^ 

One thing would cleave the sealed and stubborn 

rocks^ 
Harness the winds> curb the unbridled seas — 
Knowledge^ the force and shaper of the world. . . • 
And so I knew that we shoidd eat — and learn. 



Into the world we went^ Adam and I, 
Bound by a new and strange companionship. 
For in the battle with a hostile earth 
His weje the victories^ mine were all defeats. 
His was the lust of doing — a furrow tilled; 
A wily beast ensnared^ a flint well turned; 
A headlong chase^ a hut or trap well built; 
The joy of things accomplished Adam knew. 
Was there a hunt — there was a feast for him; 
Was there a harvest — there was rest thereafter; 
Was Adam hurt — there was my soothing care; 
Was Adam tired — there were my lips and arms. 
Aye, Lord^ though I cried out against this thing 
That made me Adam's servant^ not his mate^ 
Yet was it just^ for into endless strife 
My will had plunged him; therefore all the years 
I tended, comforted, encouraged him 
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With prayers and qnickening passion^ till he knew 
The dazzling^ harsh divinity of love. . • • 
God, thou did'st make a creature out of dust. 
But I created Man. ... I was to him 
A breast, soft shoulders, an impelling brain; 
I was his spur, his shield, his stirrup-cup; 
I was his child, his strumpet, and his wife. 
A world of women have I been to him. 
To him and all the myriad sons of Adam. 
And all that they remember is my shame ! 
All times by all men have I been betrayed — 
They have belittled and disgraced my deed 
That made them seek until they found themselves; 
Have turned my very purposes against me. 
Knowing not that I help them unawares. 
Yea, I have driven them — that they too might drive; 
Have held their chains — that I might set them free; 
Have ruled and urged them with a hardened hand. 
That they might find the stony world less hard. 
And what was my reward when they had won — 
Freedom that I had bought with torturing bonds? 
Faith that is stronger than the iron years? 
Love with a warmth that heals as well as bums? 
Or comradeship, the golden hour of love. 
Clean as the candid gaze of stars and children? 
Such things were not my portion. Gibes and taunts. 
Mixed with the pity of a tolerant lord; 
My name, turned to base uses, made to serve 
A twisted symbol and a mockery. 
Or I was given in some more amorous mood, 
A brief endearment or an easy smile; 
A jewel, perhaps an hour of casual love — 
These were the precious coin in which they paid. 
And thus, to either concubine or wife. 
They eased their conscience — and their throbbing 
lust. 
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Thej stonned throai^ countries brandishing dieir 

deeds. 
Boasting their gross and transient mastery 
To girls, who listened with indulgent ears 
And laughing hearts. . . • Lord, thej were erer 

blind — 
Women have they known, hui never Woman. 

God, when the rosj world first learned to crawl 
About the floor of heaven, wert Thou not proud! 
Though Thou hast planned a heaven of suns to swing 
About Thy skies, like censers whirling praise; 
Though Thou hast made immense and sterile space 
Busy with life, a deathless miracle; 
And now hast gathered up eternity. 
Boiling it in the hollow of Thy hand, — 
Was there one sudden thrill in all of time 
As keen as that fierce tugging at Thy heart. 
When first the new-bom world was held by Thee 
Close to Thy breast to feel its small heart beat? 
Not all the fervor of ten million springs 
Moved Thee so much, because it was so weak. 
Errant and spoiled, untamed and contrary, 
Thou sawest it grow, in fear no less than pride. 
It was Thy dearest child, Thy favorite star. 
God, so it was with Adam — he was mine. 
Mine to protect, to nurture, to impel; 
My lord and lover, yes, but first my child. 
Man remains Man, but Woman is the Mother. 
There is no mystery she dare not read; 
No fearful fruit can grow but she must taste; 
No secret knowledge can be held from her; 
For she must learn all things that she may teach. 

How wilt Thou judge me then, who am, like Thee, 
Creator, shaper of men's destinies? 
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Naj more^ I made their purpose vaster still. 
Thou would'st have left them in a torpid Eden — 
I sent them out to grapple with the world! 
I give Thee back Thy planet now, O God, 
An earth made strong by disobedience; 
Besplendent, built with fire and furious dreams. 
A world no angel host could hope to shape; 
Invulnerable, spacious, and erect. 
Not a vast garden rich with futile charm; 
But streaming continents and crowded seas. 
Extravagant cities, marshalled mountain-chains. 
And every windy corner of the air 
Filled with the excellent enterprise of man. 
A world both promise and fulfilment — see 
Men's thoughts translated into light and towers; 
Visions uplifted into stone and steel; 
Labor and life — a seething hymn of praise. 
This is Thy clamorous and thundering clay; 
This, Thy created, groping world — and mine. 

Pause, God, and ponder ere Thou judgest me. 
The Yale Review Louis Untermeyer 



THE SISTERS 

We four 

Live here together 

My three old sisters and I 

In a white little cottage 

With flowers on each side of the path up to the door. 

It is here we eat together 

At eight, one and seven 

All the year round. 

It is here we sew together 
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On garments for the Church sewing society 

Here^ — behind our fresh white dimity curtains 

That I'll soon have to do up and dam again. 

It is this cottage we mean 

When we use the word Home 

Is it not here we lie down and sleep 

Each night all near together? 

We never meet 

My three old sisters and I. 

We never look into each others' tyta 

We never look into each others' souls 

Or if we do for a moment 

We quickly begin to talk about the jam 

How much sugar to put in and when. 

We run away and hide like mice before the light 

We are afraid to look into each others' souls 

So we keep on sewings sewing. 

My three old sisters are old 

Very old. 

It is not such a great while since they were bom 

Yet they are old. 

I think it is because they will not look and see. 

I am not old 

But pretty soon I will be. 

I was thinking of that when I went to him 

Where he was waiting. 

My sisters had been talking together all the long 

afternoon 
While I sat sewing and silent^ 
Clacking^ clacking away while the lilac scent came 

in at the window 
And the branches beckoned and sighed. 
This is what they said — 
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'' How did that paper come into our house? " 

"Fit to be burnt, don't you think?" 

Then the third, " It's a shameless sheet 

To print such a sensual thing." 

The paper lay on the table there, between my three 

sisters 
With my poem in it, — 
My small happy poem without any name. 
I had been with him when I wrote it and I wanted 

him again 
The words arose in my heart clamouring for birth — 
And there they were, between my three sisters. 
Each read it in turn 

Holding the paper far ofiP with the tips of her fingers. 
Then they hustled it into the fire 
Giving it an extra poke with the tongs, a vicious poke. 
Then each sister settled back to her sewing 
With a satisfied air. 
I looked at them and I wondered. 
I looked at each one. 
And I went to him that night — 
Where he was waiting. 

My three old sisters are dying 

Though they do not know it. 

They are not dying serenely 

After life is over 

They are just getting dryer and dryer 

And sharper and sharper 

Soon there will not be any more of them at aU. 

I am not like them 
I cannot be 

For I have a reason for living. 
While they were picking their little pale odourless 
blossoms 
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I gathered my great red flower 

And oh I am glad glad^ 

For now when the time comes I can die serenely, 

I can die after living. 

But first what is to come? 

I am going to give my three old sisters a shock 

Then what a rumpus there will be! 

They will upbraid and reproach 

And then they will whisper to each other, nodding 

slowly and sadly 
Telling each other it is not theirs to judge. 
So they will become kind and pitiful 
Affirming that I am their sister 
And that they will stick by and see me through. 
But underneath they will be touching me with the 

lifted tips of their fingers. 
They would like to hustle me into the fire 
With an extra poke of the tongs. 

Perhaps I will pretend to hang my head. 

Perhaps I will to please them, 

I am very obliging — 

But in my heart I shall be laughing with a great 

laughter 
A great exaltation. 
Yes they will upbraid and reproach 
In grave and sisterly accents 
And mourn over me. 
One who has fallen. 
Yet I suspect 

As each one goes to her cold little room. 
Deep in her breast she will envy 
With a terrible envy 
The child that is mine 
And the night 
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The curious night 

When the sun and the moon and the stars 

Bent down 

And gave me their secrets. 

Oiher$, A Magazine of the New Verte 

Marjf AldU 

FROM " THE HILL WIFE '' 

(Her Word) 

THK OFT-REPKATKD DRKAM 

She had no saying dark enough 
For the dark pine that kept 
Forever trying the window latch 
Of the room where they slept. 

His tireless but ineffectual hands 
That with every futile pass 
Made the great tree seem as a little bird 
Before the mystery of glass! 

He never had been inside the room. 
And only one of the two 
Was afraid in an oft-repeated dream 
Of what he thought to do. 

THE IMPULSE 

It was too lonely for her there. 
And too wild. 

And since there were but two of them. 
And no child. 

And work was little in the house. 
She was free, 
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And followed where he furrowed field. 
Or felled tree. 

She rested on a log and tossed 
The fresh chips. 
With a song only to herself 
On her lips. 

And once she went to break a bough 
Of black alder. 

She strayed so far she scarcely heard 
When he called her — 

And didn't answer — didn't speak — 
Or return. 

She stood, and then she ran and hid 
In the fern. 

He never found her, though he looked 

Everywhere, 

And he asked at her mother's house 

Was she there. 

Sudden and swift and light as that 
The ties gave. 

And he learned of finalities 
Besides the grave. 

The Tale Review Robert Frott 



CROSS PATCH 

Her ardent spirit ran beyond her years 
As light before a flame. 

At fifteen, the tennis medal; at sixteen, the golf cup; 
Then — the coveted ! — bluest of blue ribbons 
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For faultless horsemanship. 

No man in all that conntry. 

Whatever his sporty 

But had to own the girl a better man. 

At that she merely laughed — saying that triumph 

Is all a matter of thrill: who tingles most^ 

He wins inevitably. 

Half bewilderment^ half jest. 

They called her Sprite, those ordinary folk 

Who thought such urge, such instinct of life to joy 

Was somehow m3rthical. 

And having named her, they no longer thought of her. 

To their relief, as young or old, one sex or other — 

Just herself, apart, a goddess of out-of-doors. 

School boys never dreamed of her tenderly 

As one to send a perfumed valentine; 

But when she strode among the horses in the field 

They pawed the ground. 

No leash could hold a dog when she passed by. 

Then, despite her ardent race with time — 
Ardent as though each moment were a dare 
To some adventure of freed muscle and thrilled 

nerve — 
A fleeter runner overtook her flight 
And bound her tightly in a golden net — 
Hands, feet and bosom; lips and hair and eyes — 
Beauty, beauty of women. 
Or was it she, unconscious what she raced. 
Ran suddenly, breathless, glad and yet dismayed. 
Into the arms of her own womanhood? 
Which, no one knew, herself the least of all. 
But no more did she fly beyond herself. 
As eager to leave the very flesh behind. 
But stayed with it in deep and rapturous content; 
Her ardor turned 
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Henceforth within upon a secret goal. 

Spirit and beauty seemed to flow together^ 

Each rapt in each 

Like a hushed lily in a hidden pooL 

Only at dances did the sprite peep out. 

Ardent and yet controlled^ 

Alive to every torn and slope of the rhythm 

As if the music spread a path for her 

To what she truly sought. 

'Twas at a dance she found it — found the man — 
And no one had to question what she found: 
Her ejta, her very finger-tips^ proclaimed 
The marvel it was to be a part of her, 
A part of love. 

The man — he had no medals and ribbons of tri- 
umph; 
If she had fled on horse or even on foot 
He never could have caught her. 
It must have been his mind's humility 
That made her stay. 

So thoughtless of itself, so thoughtful of 
Forgotten wisdoms, old greatness, world riddles; 
A patient, slow, but never yielding search 
(Passionate too, with wings' fli^t of its own) 
For what — compared with other minds she knew — 
Might well have seemed the blessed western isles. 
They lived beyond the village on a hill 
Beneath a row of pines; a house without pretense 
Yet fully conscious of unconunon worth — 
A house all books inside. 

Their only neighbor was a garrulous man. 
Who smoked a never finished pipe 
Upon a never finished woodpile 
Strategically placed beside the road 
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So none could pass without his toll of gossip. 

He sUrted it 

One day, pointing his thumb across the pines, he said: 

''There's something wrong up yonder; 

Their honeymoon had set behind a storm. 

I heard 'em fight last night ... 

Well, what'd he expect? They're all alike — 

women/' 
Of course it got about. 
And while no one quite believed, 
Still, to make sure, some friendly women called. 
They said that he was studying, quite as usual. 
Not changed at all, just quiet and indrawn — 
The last man in the world to make a quarrel; 
And she, well, of course $he wasn't so easy to read. 
Always strange and different from a child; 
But even in her the sharpest eye saw nothing 
That seemed the loose end of the littlest quarrel. 
No couple could have acted more at ease; 
And anyhow, a woman like that, they said. 
Would never have stayed so quiet in the pines 
With unhappiness, but tossed it from her broadcast 
Like brands from a bonfire. 
She said the house was damp — and that was all. 
At last even the old garrulous woodpile 
Knocked out the ashes of it from his pipe. 

But then, a few months later, a frightened servant 

girl 
Ran at early morning from the pines. 
Crying the judge in town. 
She said her mistress suddenly, without cause. 
Standing by her in the kitchen, turned on her 
Blackly with words no decent girl deserved, 
Then struck her full in the face, spat on her, pulled 

her hair. 
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She wanted compensatioii^ the leryant did^ 

And a clean character before the world. 

Yes, and punishment for the beast who hurt her — 

That is, if the woman wasn't mad. 

Mad — oh ho! the shock of it 

BoUed seething over the place like a tidal wave. 

And in the wake of the wave, like weed and wreckage. 

Many a hint and sense of something wrong at the 

pines 
Sprawled in the daylight. 
A stable boy remembered 

How not a week before she'd called for a horse. 
The spiritedest saddle they had. 
And when she brought him back 'twas late at night, 
The horse and woman both done up. 
Slashed, splashed and dripping; 
But all she said was, " Send the bill; 
The beast's no good — 111 never ride again." 

So this and other stories quite as strange 
Stretched everybody's nerves for the trial to come 
And made them furious when it didn't come — 
He settling with the girl outside of court 
The judge's wife knew all there was to know: 
Not jealousy at all, just nerves — 
Every woman, you know, at certain times . . . 
Of course, agreed the village, so that's it? still 
(Not to be cheated outright), still 
Even so, she'd best take care of that temper; 
A husband's one thing, an unborn child's another — 
She'd always been a stormy, uncontrollable soul. 
Some blamed the husband he had never reined her in. 
Most pitied him a task impossible. 
All waited the event on tiptoe — 
It wasn't like other women, somehow, for her to have 
a child. 
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The months passed, no child was bom. 
Then other women sneered openly: 
She wanted one and couldn't — served her right. 
This lapse from the conunon law of wives 
Was all the fissure the sea required 
To force the dike with. Little bj little then. 
The pressure of year on year. 
The pines and the two lives i^ey hid 
Grew dubious, then disagreeable, then at last sinister. 
At this point the new generation took up 
' Its inheritance, the habit of myth, 
And quite as a matter of course it found her hateful. 
Ugly, a symbol of sudden fear by darkened paths — 
Cross Patch! 

And one by one the people who were young 
Beside her youth, moved off or died or changed. 
Forgetting her youth as they forgot their own; 
Until if ever she herself 
Had felt a sudden overwhelming pang 
To stop some old acquaintance on the r6ad 
And stammer out, " You know — don't you — the girl 

I was — 
I was not always ihii, was I ? " she might have found 
A dozen at most to know the Sprite her youth. 
But none to clear the overtangled path 
That led from Sprite to Cross Patch; not one, not 

one. 
But looking back would damn 
The very urge of joy in Sprite, and all its ardent 

spirit 
For having mothered Cross Patch; not one, not one. 
To see the baffled womanhood she was. 
Orphan of hopes too bright, not mother of evil. 
And thus besieged on all sides by the present 
She fought against all sides, as if by fury 
To force one way to yield. 
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For both it was a nightmare, not a life, and neither 
Could well have told how it had ever begun; 
But once begun it seemed ineyitable, 
A storm that settled darkly round their souls, 
Unwilled as winter. 

With moan of wind through sere and barren boughs 
And skies forever masked. 
The first blow of the quarrel had been hers, 
A blow unguessed by either, for she struck 
Like nature, not to hurt but to survive. 
But wrath accrued 

So soon thereafter that the blow seemed angry. 
And she struck out again with eyes and tongue 
Pursuing him, the angrier at his grief. 
Until in sheer defense he hit 
Not at herself, but at her blows, to ward them; 
Keeping the while 

His thought above the dark upon a star or so 
Fixed in the past. But she defended her wrath 
As part of her dignity and rig|it: they stormed 
Up, up the hill and down. 
Increasing darkness to the end of life. 
Of him friends said 
He seemed like a lonely sentinel 
Posted against the very edge of doom. 
Whom no watch came relieving. 
"She'll kiU him yet, the fool!" the woodpUe's ver- 
dict 
Before the pipe went out for the last time. 
Leaving the pines unneighbored. 

But he was wrong, the urn outlasted the flame. 
One night, hands at her throat, she came 
And knelt before him, timidly reaching out 
And trying to speak, to $peak — struggling as if 
words 
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Were something stiU to learn. 

At last speech broke from her^ so agonised 

He hardly knew if it were supreme wrath or su- 
preme supplication: 

'' Tau did not lave me . . .'* 

And as he bent to her he felt 

Her girlhood cry^ a murdered thing returned. 

He hoped that it was wrath^ as easier to endure. 

Feeling it bum from mind to heart, from heart to 
soul. 

Gathering more awe, more terror, at each advance. 

Like a priest with sacrifice it passed . 

The colonnades of his thought, entering without 
pause 

An unknown altar of his being 

Behind a curtain never moved before. 

" You did not love me. . . ." 

Both gazed upon the sacrifice held up 

As though it were the bleeding heart of their own 
lives 

Somehow no longer their own. 

And then the priest returned, slowly, pace by pace. 
Out of the hush of feeling into the hush of thought 
It was the priest and not himself, the man believed, 
Who like an echo, not less agonized. 
Whispered across the waste of many lives. 
Whispering " No . . ." 

Whose heart, the man's or woman's, lowest stooped 
To raise the other prostrate heart aloft 
With supplication and consolement, urging it 
To live — oh, live! — dying itself the while, 
God knew before the beginning of the world. 
We only know that stooping so, dust turned to dust. 
All hearts meet at last. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Ver$e Horace Holley 
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IN THE HOME STRETCH 

She stood against the kitchen i ink, and looked 
Over the sink out through a dusty window 
At weeds the water from the sink made talL 
She wore her cape; her hat was in her hand. 
Behind her was confusion in the room. 
Of chairs turned upside down to sit like people 
In other chairs, and something, come to look. 
For every room a house has — parlor, bedroom. 
And dining-room — thrown pell-mell in the kitchen. 
And now and then a smudged, infernal face 
Looked in a door behind her and addressed 
Her back. She always answered without turning. 
"Where will I put this walnut bureau, lady?" 

" Put it on top of something that's on top 

Of something else," she laughed. " Oh, put it where 

You can to-night, and go. It's almost dark; 

You must be getting started back to town." 

Another blackened face thrust in and looked 

And smiled, and when she* did not turn, spoke gently, 

" What are you seeing out the window, lady? " 

" Never was I beladied so before. 
Would evidence of having been called lady 
More than so many times make me a lady 
In conmion law, I wonder." 

"But I ask. 
What are you seeing out the window, lady?" 

" What I'll be seeing more of in the years 
To come as here I stand and go the round 
Of many plates with towels many times." 

" And what is that? You only put me off." 
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" Rank weeds that love the water from the dish-pan 
More than some women like the dish-pan^ Joe; 
A little stretch of mowing-field for you; 
Not much of that mitil I come to woods 
That end alL And it's scarce enough to call 
A view." 

*' And yet you think you like it, dear? " 

" That's what you're so concerned to know ! Yon 

hope 
I like it. Bang goes something big away 
Off there up-stairs. The very tread of men 
As great as those is shattering to the frame 
Of such a little house. Once left alone. 
You and I, dear, will go with softer steps 
Up and down stairs and through the rooms, and none 
But sudden winds that snatch them from our hands 
Will ever slam the doors." 

" I think you see 
More than you like to own to out that window." 

" No; for beside the things I tell you of, 
I only see the years. They come and go 
In alternation with the weeds, the field. 
The wood." 

"What kind of years?" 

"Why, latter years — 
Different from early years." 

" I see them, too. 
You didn't count them?" 

" No, the further off 
So ran together that I didn't try to. 
It can scarce be that they would be in number 
We'd care to know, for we are not young now. 
And bang goes something else away off there. 
It sounds as if it were the men gone down, 
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And every crash meant one leM to return 
To lighted city ttreets we, too, have known. 
But now are giving up for country darkness." 

'' Come from that window where you see too mnch 

for me. 
And take a livelier view of things from here. 
They're going. Watch this husky swarming up 
Over the wheel into the sky-high seat, 
Lighting his pipe now, squinting down his nose 
At the flame burning downward as he sucks it." 

*' See how it makes his nose-side bright, a proof 

How dark it's getting. Can you tell what time 

It is by that? Or by the moon? The new moon! 

What shoulder did I see her over? Neither. 

A wire she is of silver, as new as we 

To everything. Her light won't last us long. 

It's something, though, to know we're going to have 

her 
Night after night and stronger every night 
To see us through our first two weeks. But, Joe, 
The stove ! Before they go ! Knock on the window ; 
Ask them to help you get it on its feet. 
We stand here dreaming. Hurry ! Call them back ! " 

'* They're not gone yet" 

" We've got to have the stove. 
Whatever else we want for. And a light. 
Have we a piece of candle if the lamp 
And oil are buried out of reach?" 

Again 
The house was full of trampling, and the dark. 
Door-filling men burst in and seized the stove. 
A cannon-mouth-like hole was in the wall, 
To which they set it true by eye; and then 
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Came up the jointed stovepipe in their hands^ 
So much too light and airy for their strength 
It abnost seemed to come ballooning up^ 
Slipping from clumsy clutches toward the ceiling. 
''A fit ! '* said one and banged a stovepipe shoulder. 
" It's good luck when you move in to begin 
With good luck with your stovepipe. Never mind. 
It's not so bad in the country, settled down, 
When people're getting on in life. You'll like it." 

Joe said: ** You big boys ought to find a farm. 
And make good farmers, and leave other fellows 
The city work to do. There's not enough 
For everybody as it is in there." 

"God!" one said wildly, and, when no one spoke: 
" Say that to Jimmy here. He needs a farm." 
But Jimmy only made his jaw recede 
Fool-like, and rolled his eyes as if to say 
He saw himself a farmer. Then there was a French 

boy 
Who said with seriousness that made them laugh, 
" Ma friend, you ain't know what it is you're ask." 
He doffed his cap, and held it with both hands 
Across his chest to make as 't were a speech, 
"We're giving you our chances on de farm." 
And then they all turned to with deafening boots 
And put each other bodily out of the house. 

" Good-by to them ! We puzzle them. They think — 
I don't know what they think we see in what 
They leave us to. That pasture slope that seems 
The back some farm presents us; and your woods 
To northward from your window at the sink. 
Waiting to steal a step on us whenever 
We drop our eyes or turn to other things. 
As in the game * Ten-step ' the children play." 
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" Good boys they seemed^ and let them love the dty. 
All they could say was ' God ! ' when you proposed 
Their coining out and making useful farmers." 

" Did they make something lonesome go through you? 
It would take more than them to sicken you — 
Us of our bargain. But they left us so 
As to our fate> like fools past reasoning with. 
They almost shook mt!* 

" It's all so much 
What we have always wanted, I confess 
Its seeming bad for a moment makes it seem 
Even worse still, and so on down, down, down. 
It's nothing; it's their leaving us at dusk. 
I never bore it well when people went. 
The first night after guests have gone, the house 
Seems haunted or exposed. I always take 
A personal interest in the locking up 
At bedtime; but the strangeness soon wears off." 

He fetched a dingy lantern from behind 
A door. " There's that we didn't lose ! And these ! " 
Some matches he unpocketed. "For food — 
The meals we've had no one can take from us. 
I wish that ever3rthing on earth were just 
As certain as the meals we've had. I wish 
The meals we haven't had were, anyway. 
What have you you know where to lay your hands 
on? '* 

*' The bread we bought in passing at the store. 
There's butter somewhere, too." 

" Let's rend the bread. 
I'll light the fire for company for you; 
You'll not have any other company 
Till £d begins to get out on a Sunday 
To look us over and give us his idea 
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Of what wants pruning^ shingling, breaking up. 
Hell know what he would do if he were we> 
And all at once. He'U plan for us and plan 
To help us> but he'll take it out in planning. 
WeU^ you can set the table with the loaf. 
Let's see you find your loaf. Ill light the fire. 
I like chairs occupying other chairs 
Not offering a lady — " 

*' There again, Joe ! 
You're tired/' 

''I'm drunk-nonsensical tired out; 
Don't mind a word I say. It's a day's work 
To empty one house of all household goods 
And fill another with 'em fifteen miles away, 
Although you do no more than dump them down." 

"Dumped down in paradise we are and happy." 

" It's all so much what I have always wanted, 
I can't believe it's what you wanted, too." 

"Shouldn't you like to know?" 

" I'd like to know 
If it is what you wanted, then how much 
You wanted it for me." 

" A troubled conscience ! 
You don't want me to tell if / don't know." 

" I don't want to find out what can't be known. 
But who first said the word to come? " 

" My dear. 
It's who first thought the thought. You're searching, 

Joe, 
For things that don't exist; I mean beginnings. 
Ends and beginnings -*— there are no such things. 
There are only middles." 
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"What is this?" 

"This life?. 
Our sitting here by lantern-light together 
Amid the wreckage of a former home? 
Yon won't deny the lantern isn't new. 
The stove is not^ and you are not to me^ 
Nor I to you." 

"Perhaps you never were?" 

" It would take me forever to recite 
All that's not new in where we find ourselves. 
New is a word for fools in towns who think 
Style upon style in dress^ and thought at last 
Must get somewhere. I've heard you say as much. 
No^ this is no beginning." 

"Then an end?" 

" End is a gloomy word." 

" Is it too late 
To drag you out for just a good-night call 
On the old peach-trees on the knoll to grope 
By starlight in the grass for a last peach 
The neighbors may not have taken as their right 
When the house wasn't lived in? I've been looking: 
I doubt if they have left .us many grapes. 
Before we set ourselves to right the house^ 
The first thing in the morning, out we go 
And go the round of apple^ cherry, peach. 
Pine, alder, pasture, mowing, well, and brook. 
All of a farm it is." 

" I know this much : 
I'm going to put you in your bed, if first 
I have to make you build it. Come, the light." 

When there was no more lantern in the kitchen. 
Out got the fire through crannies in the stove 
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And danced in yellow wrigglers on the ceilings 
As much at home as if they'd always danced there. 

The Century Magazine Robert Fro$t 



THE UNFORGIVEN 

When he, who is the unforgiven^ 
Did find her firsts he found her fair: 
No promise ever dreamt in heaven 
Could then have lured him anywhere 
That would have been away from there; 
And all his wits had lightly striven^ 
Foiled with her voice^ and eyts, and hair. 

There's nothing in the saints and sages 
To meet the shafts her glances had^ 
Or such as hers have had for ages> 
To blind a man till he be glad, 
And humble him till he be mad: 
The story would have many pages^ 
And would be neither good nor bad. 

Andy having followed, you would find him 

Where properly the play begins; 

But look for no red light behind him — 

No fumes of many-colored sins. 

Fanned high by screaming violins. 

God knows what good it was to blind him, 

Or whether man or woman wins. 

And by the same eternal token. 
Who knows just how it will all end? — 
This drama of hard words unspoken. 
This fireside farce, without a friend 
Or enemy to comprehend 
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What angan when two lives are broken^ 
And fear finds nothing left to mend. 

He stares in vain for what awaits him, 

And sees in Love a coin to toss; 

He smiles^ and her cold hash berates him 

Beneath his hard half of the cross; 

They wonder why it ever was; 

And she^ the unforgiving^ hates him 

More for her lack than for her loss. 

He feeds with pride his indecision^ 
And shrinks from what will not occoTj 
Bequeathing with infirm derision 
His ashes to the days that were^ 
Before she made him prisoner; 
And labors to retrieve the vision 
That he must once have had of her. 

He waits, and there awaits an ending. 

And he knows neither what nor when; 

But no magicians are attending 

To make him see as he saw then, 

And he will never find again 

The face that once had been the rending 

Of all his purpose among men. 

He blames her not, nor does he chide her. 
And she has nothing new to say; 
If he were Bluebeard he could hide her, 
But that's not written in the play. 
And there will be no change to-day; 
Although, to the serene outsider. 
There still would seem to be a way. 

Scribner's Magazine Edwin Arlington Bobiman 
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FORGIVENESS 

Now God be thanked that roads are long and wide^ 
And four far havens in the scattered sky. 
It would be hard to meet and pass you by. 

And God be praised there is an end of pride^ 
And pity only has a word to say, 
While memory grows dim as time grows gray. 

For, God His word, I gave my best to you, 
All that I had, the finer and the sweet. 
To make — a path for your unquiet feet. 

Their track is on the life you trampled through — 
Such evil steps to leave such hallowing. 
Now God be with you in your wandering! 

Poetry: A Magazine of Vene 

Charles L. O'Donnell, C. S. C. 



DIRGE 

Never the nightingale. 

Oh, my dear. 
Never again the lark. 
Thou wilt hear. 
Though dusk and the morning stiU 
Tap at thy window-sill. 
Though ever love call and call. 
Thou wilt not hear at all, 
My dear, my dear. 

The Century Magazine Adelaide Crapeey 
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AT THE PICTURE-SHOW 

She tits with eyes intent apon the screen^ 
A quiet woman with work-hardened hands. 
Beside her squirms an eager^ shock-head boy; 
Upon her lap a little rumpled girl 
With petalled cheek and bright, play-roughened hair; 
While, bulwark of the little fainily group. 
Her husband looms, with one unconscious arm 
Lying along her chair-back. So they come 
Often, and for a few cents, more or less, 
Slip through the wicket-gate of wonderment 
That bounds the beaten paths of everyday. 
The Indians and the horses thrill the boy 
With dreams of great adventure; the big man 
Likes the great bridges, and the curious lore 
Of alien folk in other lands; the child 
Laughs at the funny way the people die. 
And she? 

The way the hero's overcoat 
Sets to his shoulders; or a lock of hair 
Tossed back impatiently; or else a smile, 
A visible sigh, an eyebrow lifted, so, — 
They touch strange, buried, dispossessed old dreams. 
And while her hand plays with the baby's curls 
Unthinking, once again she sees the face 
That swayed her youth as ocean tides are swayed 
Until she broke her heart to save her soul • . . 
And fled back to her native town . . . and left 
In the gray canyons of the city streets 
All the high hopes of youth. • . . 

She has picked up 
Her life since then, and made a goodly thing 
Out of the fragments; that is written plain 
Upon the simple page for all to see. 
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I fancy that she hardly thinks of him 

Through all her wholesome days; but when^ at night 

They go a-yoyaging across the screen^ 

And suddenly a street-lamp throws a gleam 

On a wet pavement ... a man sits alone 

On a park bench ... or else goes swinging past 

With that expression to his overcoat. . . . 

She does not pick this player-man^ or that^ 

But all the heroes have some trick of his. • . . 

The Yale Review Karle WUson Baker 

MOODS 



AN ASTRONOMER 

On a lone hillside 
A Navajo shepherd 
Wrapt in his blanket^ 
Hugged his knees^ 
Dreamed into the night — 
A wisp of a crescent, 
A sky full of stars — 
In his thought 
He was asking: 
*' Do my lanterns 
Shine up to the stars? " 

II 

A VASS OF CHINSSS IVORY 

In the museum 

It had no name: 

It was only the life work 

Of one almond-eyed heathen — 
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JoBt one of a milUon! 

Look closer 

And you will see 

A soul^ 

Unique and beautiful I 



m 

MESSAOIS 



He plodded along 
The deep-rutted road. 
The old farmer. 
Face as red as sumach. 
Wind-colored; 
Happy. 

The bee-drone hum 
Of wires overhead 
Was song and laughter to him. 
Yet the wires were laden 
With messages of strife, and sorrow, 
and sin. 



TV 
THE HSIOHTS 

Alone, 

On a high mountain trail; 

I drew strength from out the sky; 

My thoughts went out 

Like my shadow at sunset: 

I grew great as my shadow at sunset. 
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T 

SOUTUDB 

Youth! 

If there be madness 

In your soul^ 

Go to the mountain solitudes 

Where you can grow up 

To your madness. 

The LUtle RevUw David 0*NeU 



THE KEEPER OF THE LOCK 

^ The rich are talking of their money's worthy 
And the quiet lock must go. 
They're going to choke our blue canal with earthy 
And a road for public show. 

*' I've let the narrow boats slip in and out 
These thirty years and more. 
It will be hard to wake and turn about^ 
When a dream was at my door, 

''A dream of sun and slanting meadow-croft^ 
And a bright waterway, 
And boats, like sea-gulls, rising, settling soft. 
Well, — the dream-birds never stay! 

*' The motors will come lavishing their smeU 
At every hour, and mock 
Our quietness with every hoot of hell," 
Said the keeper of the lock. 

'' I love the lock with its banks of moss and vine," 
Said the daughter Marjory, 
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" But the days are dull with never an outward sign. 
Now the world will come to me. 

** I shall be glad to hear new voices ring^ 
To discover some new face, 
To see the luck of cities have its fling 
In this wide and silent place." 

" The motors will be snorting dust to dim 
The hedge, the hollyhock, 
And killing all the air for pleasure's whim," 
Said the keeper of the lock. 

" It will be good to see long rows of light 
Stretch to infinity. 

And rosy car on car flash out of sight," 
Said the daughter Marjory. 

Said the keeper of the lock: " They've driven their 

knife, — 
For the lock is life to me! " 
" It will be good to know a bit of life," 
Said the daughter Marjory. 

The Poetry Review of America Agnee Lee 



NIMMO'S EYES 

Since you remember Nimmo, and arrive 
At such a false and florid and far-drawn 
Confusion of odd nonsense, I connive 
No longer, though I may have led you on. 

So much is told and heard and told again. 
So many with his legend are engrossed, 
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That I^ more sorry now than I was then^ 
May live on to be sorry for his ghost. 

We all remember Nimmo, and his eyes^ — 
How deep they were^ and what a velvet light 
Came out of them when anger or surprise. 
Or laughter, or Francesca, made them bright. 

You must remember Nimmo's eyes, I think, — 
And you say not a word of them. Well, well, 
I wonder if all history's worth a wink. 
Sometimes, or if my tale is one to tell. 

For they began to lose their velvet light; 
Their fire grew dead without and small within; 
And many of you deplored the needless fight 
That somewhere in the dark there must have been. 

AU fights are needless, when they're not our own,— 
But Ninmio and Francesca never fought. 
Remember that; and when you are alone. 
Remember me — and think what I have thought. 

And think of Nimmo's eyes; and if you can, 

Remember something in them that was wrong. 

A casual thing to ask of any man, 

You tell me, — and you laugh ? You won't laugh long. 

Now, mind you, I say nothing of what was. 
Or never was, or could or could not be: 
Bring not suspicion's candle to the glass 
That mirrors a friend's face to memory. 

Of what you see, see aH, — but see no more; 
For what I show you here will not be there. 
The devil has had his way with paint before. 
And he's an artist, — and you needn't stare. 
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There was a painter and he painted well: 
He'd paint you Daniel in the lions' den^ 
Beekebub^ Elaine^ or William TeU. 
I'm coming back to Nimmo's eytn again. 

The painter put the devil in those eyes^ 
Unless the devil did> and there he stayed; 
And then the lady fled from paradise^ 
And there's your fact The lady was afraid. 

She must have been afraid, or may have been. 
Of evil in their velvet all the while; 
But sure as I'm a sinner with a skin, 
I'll trust the man as long as he can smile. 

I trust him who can smile and then may live 
In my heart's house, where Nimmo is to-day. 
God knows if I have more than men forgive 
To tell him; but I played, and I shaU pay. 

I knew him then, and if I know him yet, 

I know in him^ defeated and estranged. 

The calm of men forbidden to forget 

The calm of women who have loved and changed. 

But there are ways that are beyond our ways. 
Or he would not be calm and she be mute. 
As one by one their lost and empty days 
Pass without even the warmth of a dispute. 

God help us all when women think they see, 
God save us when they do. I'm fair; but though 
I know him only as he looks to me, 
I know him, — and I teU Francesca so. 

She makes an epic of an episode, 
I tell her, and the toil is ruinous; 

106 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



And I may tell her till I go the road 
We find alone^ the best and worst of us. 

And what of Nimmo? Little would you ask 
Of Nimmoy could you see him as I can^ 
At his bewildered and unfruitful task 
Of being what he always was — a man. 

Better forget that I said anything 
Of what your tortured memory may disclose; 
I know him, and your worst remembering 
Would count as much as nothing, I suppose. 

Meanwhile, I trust him; for I know his way 
Of being Nimmo now as in his youth. 
I'm painting here a better man, you say, 
Than I, the painter, and you say the truth. 

Scfihner*i Magazine. Edwin Arlington Bobimon 



SmON SURNAMED PETER 

Time that has lifted you over them all — 

O'er John and o'er Paul; 

Writ you in capitals, made you the chief 

Word on the leaf — 

How did you, Peter, when ne'er on His breast 

You leaned and were blest — 

And none except Judas and you broke the faith 

To the day of His death,— 

You, Peter, the fisherman, worthy of blame. 

Arise to this fame? 

'Twas you in the garden who fell into sleep 
And the watch failed to keep, 
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When Jesuf was pra3riiig and pressed with the weight 

Of the oncoming fate. 

'Twas you in the court of the palace who warmed 

Your hands as you stormed 

At the damsel^ denying Him thrice^ when she cried: 

" He walked at his side!" 

You^ Peter^ a wave^ a star among clouds^ a reed in 

the wind^ 
A guide of the blind> 

Both smiter and flyer^ but human always^ I protest. 
Beyond all the rest 

When at night by the boat on the sea He appeared. 

Did you wait till he neared? 

You leaped in the water,^ not dreading the worst 

In your joy to be first 

To greet Him and tell Him of all that had passed 

Since you saw Him the last. 

You had slept while He watched, but fierce were you, 

fierce and awake 
When they sought Him to take, 
And cursing, no doubt, as you smote off, as one of 

the least. 
The ear of the priest. 

Then Andrew and all of them fled, but you followed 

Him, hoping for strength 
To save him at length 
Till you lied to the damsel, oh penitent Peter, and 

crept. 
Into hiding and wept. 

Oh well! But he asked all the twelve, "Who am 

I?" 
And who made reply? 
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As yon leaped in the sea^ so you spoke as yoa smote 
with the sword; 

" Thou art Christ, even Lord! " 

John leaned on His breast, but he asked you, your 
strength to foresee, 

" Nay, lovest thou me? " 

Thrice oyer, as thrice you denied Him, and chose you 
to lead 

His sheep and to feed; 

And gave you. He said, the keys of the den and the 
fold 

To have and to hold. 

You were a poor jailer, oh Peter, the dreamer, who 
saw 

The death of the law 

In the dream of the vessel that held all the four- 
footed beasts. 

Unclean for the priests; 

And heard in the vision a trumpet that all men are 
worth 

The peace of the earth 

And rapture of heaven hereafter, — oh Peter, what 
power 

Was yours in that hour: 

You warder and jailer and sealer of fates and de- 
crees. 

To use the big keys 

With which to reveal and fling wide all the soul and 
the scheme 

Of the Galilee dream. 

When you flashed in a trice, as later you smote with 
the sword: 

"Thou art Christ, even Lord!" 

We men, Simon Peter, we men also give you the 

crown 
O'er Paul and o'er John. 
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We write yon in capitala^ make yon the chief 

Word on the leaf. 

We know yon as one of onr fleshy and 'tis well 

Yon are warder of hell. 

And heaven's gatekeeper forever to bind and to 

loose — 
Keep the keys if yon choose. 
Not rock of yon, fire of yon make yon snblime 
In the annals of time. 
Yon were called by Him, Peter, a rock, but we give 

yon the name 
Of Peter the Flame. 

For yon struck a spark, as the sparic from the shock 
Of steel upon rock. 

The rock has his nse but the flame gives the light 
In the way in the night: — 

Oh, Peter, the dreamer, impetuous, human, divine. 
Gnarled branch of the vine! 

Reedy'9 Mirror Edgar Lee Maetere 

MIRACLES 



Twilight is spacious^ near things in it seem far. 
And distant things seem near. 
Now in the green west hangs a yellow star. 
And now across old waters you may hear 
The profound gloom of bells among still trees. 
Like a rolling of huge boulders beneath seas. 

Silent as though in evening contemplation 
Weaves the bat under the gathering stars. 
Silent as dew we seek new incarnation. 
Meditate new avatars. 
In a clear dusk like this 
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Mary climbed np the hill to seek her ton^ 
To lower him down from the cross^ and kiss 
The manye wounds, every one. 

Men with wings 

In the dusk walked softly after her. 

She did not see them^ but may have felt 

The winnowed air around her stir. 

She did not see them^ but may have known 

Why her son's body was light as a little stone. 

She may have guessed that other hands were there 

Moving the watchful air. 

Now^ unless persuaded by searching music 

Which suddenly opens the portals of the mind^ 

We guess no angels^ 

And are content to be blind. 

Let us blow silver horns in the twilight. 

And lift our hearts to the yellow star in the green^ 

To find^ perhaps^ if while the dew is risings 

Clear things may not be seen. 



II 

Under a tree I sit, and cross my knees^ 

And smoke a cigarette. 

You nod to me: you think perhaps you know me. 

But I escape you^ I am none of these; 

I leave my name behind me^ I forget . . . 

I hear a fountain shattering into a pool; 
I see the gold fish slanting under the cool; 
And suddenly all is frozen into silence. 
And among Uie firs^ or over desert grass. 
Or out of a cloud of dust, or out of darkness^ 
Or on the first slow patter of sultry rain, 
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I hear a voice cry ** Marvela have come to paMi— 
The like of which shall not be seen again! " 

And behold^ acroM a sea one came to vm. 
Treading the wave's edge with his naked feet^ 
Slowly^ as one might walk in a ploughed field. 
We stood where the soft waves on the shingle beat. 
In a blowing mist, and pressed together in terror. 
And marvelled that all onr eyes might share one 
error. 

For if the fishes' fine-spim net must sink. 

Or pebbles flung by a boy, or the thin sand. 

How shall we understand 

That flesh and blood might tread on the sea water 

And foam not wet the ankles? We must think 

That all we know is lost, or only a dream. 

That dreams are real, and real things only dream. 

And if a man may walk to us like this 

On the unstable sea, as on a beach. 

With his head bowed in thought — 

Then we have been deceived in what men teach; 

And all our knowledge has come to nought; 

And a little flame should seek the earth. 

And leaves, falling, should seek the sky. 

And surely we should enter the womb for birth. 

And sing from the ashes when we die. 

Or was the man a god, perhaps, or devil? 
They say he healed the sick by stroke of hands; 
And that he gave the sights of the earth to the blind. 
And I have heard that he could touch a fig-tree^ 
And say to it, " Be withered! " and it would shrink 
Like a cursed thing, and writhe its leaves, and die. 
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How sliall we understand such things^ I wonder. 
Unless there are things invisible to the eye? 

And there was Lasams^ raised from the dead: 

To whom he spoke^ quietly^ in the dusk^ — 

Lazarus^ three days dead^ and mortified; 

And the pale body trembled; as from a swoon. 

Sweating, the sleeper woke, and raised his head; 

And turned his puzzled eyes from side to side • • • 

Should we not, then, hear voices in a stone. 

Whispering softly of heaven and hell? 

Or if one walked beside a sea, alone. 

Hear broodings of a bell? . • . 

Or on a green hill in the evening's fire. 

If we should stand and listen to poplar trees. 

Should we not hear the lit leaves suddenly choir 

A jargon of silver music against the sky? . • • 

Or the dew sing, or dust profoundly cry? . • . 

If this is possible, then all things are: 

And I may leave my body crumpled there 

Like an old garment on the floor; 

To walk abroad on the unbetraying air; 

To pass through every door. 

And see the hills of the earth, or climb a star. 

Wound me with spears, you only stab the wind; 
You nail my cloak against a bitter tree; 
You do not injure me. 

I pass through the crowd, the dark crowd busy with 

murder. 
Through the linked arms I pass; 
And slowly descend the hill through dew-wet grass. 
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Twili^t is spacious > near things in it seem tax. 
And distant things seem near. 
Now in the green west hangs a yellow star; 
And now across old waters you may hear 
The profomid gloom of bells among still trees^ 
Like a rolling of huge boulders beneath seas. 

Peter said that Christy though crucified^ 

Had not died; 

But that escaping from his cerements^ 

In human flesh, with mortal sense. 

Amazed at such an ending. 

He fled alone, and hid in Galilee, 

And lived, in secret, spending 

His days and nights, perplexed, in contemplation: 

And did not know if this were surely he. 

Did Peter tell me this? Or was I Peter? 
Or did I listen to a tayem-story? 
Green leaves thrust out and fall. It was long ago. 
Dust has been heaped upon us. . . . We have per- 
ished. 
We clamor again. And again we are dust and blow. 

Well, let us take the music, and drift with it 
Into the darkness. ... It is exquisite. 

The Poetry Journal Conrad Aiken 

NIGHT FOR ADVENTURES 

Sometimes when fragrant summer dusk comes in with 
scent of rose and musk 
And scatters from their sable husk the stars like 
yellow grain, 
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Oh then the ancient longing comes that lures me like 
a roll of drmns 
To follow where the cricket strmns his banjo in the 
lane. 

And when the August moon comes up and like a shal- 
low silver cup 
Pours out upon the fields and roads her amber- 
colored beams^ 
A leafy whisper mounts and calls from out the forest's 
moss-grown halls 
To leave the city's somber walls and take the road 
o' dreams. 
A call that bids me rise and strip^ and naked all from 
toe to lip 
To wander where the dewdrops drip from off the 
silent trees^ 
And where the hairy spiders spin their nets of silver^ 
fragile-thin^ 
And out to where the fields begin^ like down upon 
the breeze. 

Into a silver pool to plunge^ and like a great trout 
wheel and lunge 
Among the lily bonnets and the stars reflected 
there; 
With face upturned to lie afloat^ with moonbeams rip- 
pling round my throaty 
And from the slimy grasses plait a chaplet for my 
hair. 

Then^ leaping from my rustic bath, to take some wind- 
ing meadow-path; 
Across the fields of aftermath to run with flying 
feet^ 
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And feel the dewdrop-weighted grass that bends be- 
neath me as I pass^ 
Where solemn trees In shadowy mass beyond the 
highway meet. 

And^ plmiiging deep within the woods^ among the leaf- 
hung solitudes 
Where scarce one timid star intrudes into the breath- 
less gloom^ 
Go leaping down some fern-hid way to scare the rab- 
bits in their play> 
And see the owl> a phantom gray^ drift by on silent 
plume. 

To fling me down at length and rest upon some damp 
and mossy nest^ 
And hear the choir of surpliced frogs strike up a 
bubbling tune; 
And watch^ above the dreaming trees^ Orion and the 
Hyades 
And all the stars^ like golden bees around the lily- 
moon. 

Then who can say if I have gone a-gipsying from 
dusk till dawn 
In company with fay and faun, where firefly-lan- 
terns gleam? 
And have I danced on cobwebs thin to Master Locust's 
mandolin — 
Or have I spent the night in bed^ and was it all 
a dream? 

Poetry: A Magazine of Vene Victor Starbuck 
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**FOOD O* MOON'S BEAMS" 

Athin the even's hour 

When shadow purpleth the garden's wall 

Then sit thee there adream 

And cunger thee from out the pack o' me. 

Yea^ speak thou and tell to me 

What 'tis thou hearest here. 

A rustling? Yea^ aright. 

A murmuring? Yea^ aright. 

Ah then, thou sayest 'tis the leaves 

That love one 'pon the other. 

Yea, and the murmuring, thou sayest 

Is but the streamlet's hum. 

Nay. Nay. For wait thee, 
Ayonder o'er the wall doth rise 
Thy white-faced sister o' the sky. 
And lo, she beareth thee a f aide's wand. 
And showeth thee the ghosts of dreams. 

Look thou ! Ah, look ! A one 

Doth step adown the path! The rustle? 

'Tis the silken whisper o' her robe. 

The hum? The lovenote o' her maiden dream. 

See thee! Ah see, she bendeth there 

And branch o' bloom doth nod and dance. 

Hark, the note! A robin's cheer? 

Ah, brother, nay, 

'Tis the whistle o' her lover's pipe. 

See ! See ! The path e'en now 

Doth show him, tall and dark, aside the gate. 

What! What! Thou sayest 
'Tis bat rustle o' the leaves 
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And brooklet's humming o'er the stony path ! 

Then hnsh. Yea^ hush thee! 

Hash and leave me here. 

The f airj wand hath broke and leaves 

Stand still, and note hath ceased 

And maiden vanished with thy word. 

Thou, thou hast broke the spell 

And dream hath heard thy word and fled. 

Yea, sunk, sunk upon the path. 

They of my dreams, slain, slain 

And dead with but thy word. 

Ah, leave me here, and go. 

For Earth doth hold not 

E'en my dreaming's wraith. 

Beedy'i Mirror Patience Worth 



EVENSONG 

This eong is of no importance, 

I wiU only improvise; 

Yet, maybe, here and there. 

Suddenly from these sounds a chord wtU start 

And piercingly touch my heart. 



In the pale manve twilight, streaked with orange. 

Exquisitely sweet, — 

She leaned upon her balcony and looked across the 

street; 
And across the huddled roofs of the misty city. 
Across the hills of tenements, so gray. 
She looked into the west with a young and infinite 

pity, 
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With a young and wistful pity^ as if to say 
The dark was coming, and irresistible night. 
Which man would attempt to meet 
With here and there a little flickering light. . . • 
The orange faded, the housetops all were black. 
And a strange and beautiful quiet 
Came unexpected, came exquisitely sweet. 
On market-place and street; 

And where were lately crowds and sounds and riot 
Was a gentle blowing of wind, a murmur of leaves, 
A single step, or voice, and under the eaves 
The scrambling of sparrows; and then the hush swept 
back. 

II 

She leaned upon her balcony, in the darkness. 

Folding her hands beneath her chin; 

And watched the lamps begin 

Here and there to pierce like eyes the darkness, — 

From windows, luminous rooms. 

And from the damp dark street 

Between the moving branches, and the leaves with 

rain still sweet. 
It was strange : the leaves thus seen. 
With the lamplight's cold bright glare thrown up 

among them, — 
The restless maple leaves. 

Twinkling their myriad shadows beneath the eaves, — 
Were lovelier, almost, than with sunlight on them. 
So bright they were with young translucent green; 
Were lovelier, almost, than with moonlight on 

them. . . • 
And looking so wistfully across the city. 
With such a young, and wise, and infinite pity 
For the girl who had no lover 
To walk with her along a street like this, 
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With slow steps in the rain^ both aching for a kiss^ — 

It seemed as if all evenings were the same. 

As if all evenings came 

With just such tragic peacefulness as this; 

With just such hint of loneliness or pain. 

The quiet after rain. 

lU 

Would her lover, then, grow old sooner than she. 
And find a night like this too damp to walk? 
Would he prefer to stay indoors and talk. 
Or read the evening paper, while she sewed, ordamed 

a sock. 
And listened to the ticking of the dock: 
Would he prefer it to lamplight on a tree ? 
Would he be old and tired. 
And, having all the comforts he desired. 
Take no interest in the twilight coming down 
So beautifully and quietly on the town? 
Would her lover, then, grow old sooner than she? 

rv 

A neighbor started singing, singing a child to sleep. 

It was strange: a song thus heard, — 

In the misty evening, after an afternoon of rain, — 

Seemed more beautiful than happiness, more beau- 
tiful than pain. 

Seemed to escape the music and the word. 

Only, somehow, to keep 

A warmth that was lovelier than the song of any 
bird. 

Was it because it came up through this tree. 

Through the lucent leaves that twinkled on this tree, 

With the bright lamp there beneath them in the street ? 

It was exquisitely sweet: 
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So unaffected^ so unconscious that it was heard. 
Or was it because she looked across the city^ 
Across the hills of tenements^ so blacky 
And thought of all the mothers with a young and 

infinite pity? . . . 
The child had fallen asleep^ the hush swept back^ 
The leaves hung lifeless on the tree. 



It was too bad the sky was dark. 

A cat came slinking close along the wall. 

For the moon was full just now> and in the park^ 

If the sky were dear at all^ 

The lovers upon the moonlight grass would sprawl^ 

And whisper in the shadows^ and laugh, and there 

She would be goings maybe^ with a white rose in her 

hair . • . 
But would youth at last grow weary of these things. 
Of the ribbons and the laces, 
And the latest way of putting up one's hair ? 
Would she no longer care. 

In that undiscovered future of recurring springs. 
If, growing old and plain, she no longer turned the 

faces 
And saw the people stare? 
Would she hear music and not yearn 
To take her lover's arm for one more turn? • • . 
The leaves hung breathless on the dripping maple 

tree. 
The man across the street, was going out. 
It was the evening made her think such things, no 

doubt. 
But would her lover grow old sooner than she? . . . 
Only the evening made her think such things, no 

doubt. . . . 
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And yet, and yd,— 

Seeing the tired city, and the trees so still and wet,- 

It seemed as if all evenings were the same; 

As if all evenings came. 

Despite her smile at thinking of a kiss. 

With just such tragic peacefulness as this; 

With just such hint of loneliness or pain; 

The perfect quiet that comes after rain. 

The Poetry Review of America Conrad Aiken 

THE INN OF THE FIVE CHIMNEYS 

It had five chimneys, had that Inn, 
{Am every man has eenset five. 
The while upon earth he bides alive) 
And rumor said it was soiled with sin! 

The clapboards, warped and gray, showed stains 

Of more than an hundred autumn rains; 

No birds sang about the eaves. 

Only the leaves, only the leaves. 

Murmured in a minor weird 

As though they shrank, as though they feared, — 

Feared some blind, inscrutable thing, 

^d ever they kept on murmuring. 

Upon the window-panes the dust 

Was caked and cracked like a wizened crust, — 

A grimy crust that none would touch 

Unless he felt gaunt famine's clutch. 

Mould made dank and dark each door. 

And every lintel and every floor 

With the drifting silt of the years was deep; 

And shapes that crawl and writhe and creep 

Traced strange arabesques over all. 
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It had five chimneyM, had that Inn, 
And rumor taid it was soiled with sin! 

Above^ in the long low dancing-hall^ 
Yon could hear the death-watch in the wall^ 
A sound that seemed to jibe and mock 
Like the eerie tick of a ghostly dock. 
In every corner and crevice hung 
Spider-tapestries that clung 
To the crumbling mortar^ — grim festoons; 
And the wraith of ancient rigadoons 
Floated f aintly, as though unseen 
Fiddlers fingered the chorded bow^ 
And maskers^ antic of garb and mien^ 
Flitted in sinuous to and fro. 

It had five chimneys, had that Inn, 
And rumor said it was soiled with sin! 

And every chamber^ wide and bare. 
Breathed on the dim and moated air 
Spectral echoings^ — doubts and fears. 
Hates and loves of the parted years; 
And every hallway and every stair 
Creaked and groaned with the gruesome tread 
Of those long silent, of those long dead, — 
Youth, in its radiant rainbow guise; 
Wrinkled Age, with its shrunken eyes; 
Honor, garbed in the mail of Trust; 
Poverty, Riches and slinking Lust; 
Oh, what a motley! — vanished quite 
Into the vastnesses of night ! 

It had five chimneys, had that Inn, 
And rumor said it was soiled with sin! 
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And so I left it standing stiU 

And stark: by the crossroads under the hill^ 

With its sagging roof and its rotting beams^ 

And all of its tangled maie of dreams. 

But it holds me, aye> it haunts me yet^ 

Like a hooded vision of Regret^ 

Though I fain would say to it, "Be gone!'' 

As to the night mists saith the dawn. 

And yet I needs must let it dwell 

In memory till some happy spell 

Shall bid it be invisible ! 

Come, healing spirit, and touch my soul. 

And make it sweet and sane and whole ! 

It had five chimney 9, had that Inn, 
(At every man has eenees five. 
The while upon earth he bides alive) 
And rumor said it was soiled xoith sin! 

The Poetry Journal Clinton Scollard 



END AND BEGINNING 

The world of the elder gods is aflame. The smoke 

of its burning, 
Heavy with fumes of carnage, darkens the shuddering 

skies. 
Tortured flesh in ashes to tortured earth is returning. 
Baldur the Beautiful, rise ! 

Bise, for this is thine hour. The mighty who said they 

had slain thee. 
Stretch their stifl'ening hands to a redly perishing 

prize. 
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Thoa who hast bided th7 time in \he tomb that could 
not retain thee^ 

Baldur the Beautiful^ rise ! 

Spirit of light and freedom^ behold thy foundation is 

ready. 
Dust and blood and tears^ the glory of empire lies. 
Wonderful over the waste^ strong as the sun and as 

steady, 

Baldur the Beautiful, rise! 

The BeUman Amelia Josephine Burr 



BUTTADEUS 

(A Battle Epiiode of July, 1916) 

I understand: that smoke-cloud is Souchez 

(Your gunners know their craft !) ; that is Ablain, 

Or was Ablain; this dust and shattered stone. 

The chapel of Our Lady of Lorette; 

And there you fought, that frenzied middle May, 

From spur to spur along this torn Plateau, 

From trench to trench; and there your burrowing 

bombs 
Tossed from their graves the rotting Teuton dead 
To mix with these new slaughtered . . . 

You are blest 
Who, for the winged and visioning spirit of France, 
Tread God's permitted way to splendid death! 
If I could also die . . . 

Yes; I am old, 
Old by uncounted battles. Friends, I saw 
Jerusalem fall! I saw the sacred hill 
Boil horribly skyward from a plain of dead, 
A mount of blood and flame. I saw the walls, 
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The ftrength of Zion, rased to eartlu I lired 
Whilst they^ a million^ fire teore thousand^ died 
Of pestilence and hunger^ fire and sword. 

Yon smile. — This is not dotage: I am he^ 
The eobUer — sorely you hare heard the tale — 
Who^ buffeting the Master (whence my name 
Bnttadeus^ God-smiter)^ bade him go^ 
He fainting on my threshold 'neath the cross* , 
" I go/' he said; " wait thou until I come^ 
Ahasuerus T' ... I am waiting still . • . 

Smile on^ French comrades! If I too could smile> 
Perchance I too could die ! ... In your dear tongue^ 
Tongue of the Midi^ I am Boutedieu; 
I am the watcher of the wars of earth; 
I am the witness of the man he was; 
I am the prophet of his peace. Smile on! 

Great war? World war? I hear you call it so — 
Well, you hare seen but this, while I hare seen 
Blood reddening nineteen hundred rings of growth 
Of the fair tree of Christ, that tree whose roots 
Suck from the muck of earth the liring sap 
That flowers in man's* consciousness of God. 

Great war? This is a skirmish! Good and ill 
Fight out their age-long battle and shall fight 
Till heaven's kingdom, even as he said. 
Is all in all within us • . . 

Peace? Peace? Peace? 
While wrong is wrong let no man prate of peace ! 
He did not prate, the Master. Nay, he smote ! 
I am his witness and this thing I saw: 

It was the Passover. The Gentiles' Court 

Was thronged with hucksters; and I too was there 
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Yelping my string of sandals; and the beasts 
BeUowed and bleated^ while the cries of greedy 
The filthy word^ the reek of sweaty steamed up 
The sacred steps^ across the Women's Courts 
Eren to the Holy Place. And as I yelped 
He came swift striding^ silent^ sackcloth-girt^ 
Wielding a mighty scourge. No flagellant's toy 
It was that purg^ the Temple ! Shittim-wood^ 
Hard, heavy, fashioned by his craftsman hands. 
With ropes, hard, heavy, knotted at the ends. 
Bone-biting. See! these old, old scars will show 
Whether his arm could strike, trained to the axe. 
To hew the plow-beam, shape the oxen's yoke 
(His yokes were easy, said the Nasarenes) 
And fell the oak and gopher. Through the Court 
He strode, with stroke on axeman's stroke, his hair 
Sweat-matted, in every sinew righteousness 
That wrought the will of God by wrath of man ! 
And there were shrieks of fear and snarls of pain 
And blood and bruises, as those hewing stripes 
Fell on our thieving backs — and mine was one. 
And when the Court was purged and all was calm. 
He turned him to the common folk he loved 
And spake the words you know. But words and 

blows 
And these dear witness scars mean only this: 
" While wrong is wrong let no man prate of peace ! ** 



You nod, French comrades, looking grimly down 
On lost Souchez, on shattered Givenchy, 
And the white road to Lens. You understand 
The godlike flame and frenzy of the man; 
You think of Belgium, all her ruins and wrongs, 
A den of thieves, a temple still unpurged; 
You think of France, her sacred woman-soul 
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Maddened with memories of nameleM things — 
You understand! How well 70a miderstand • • • 

Hate wrong! Slay wrong! Your master-gunners 

there 
Thunder that gospel; and evolving life^ 
Life mounting Crodward^ knows that teaching true 
While flesh is fleshy while sin is sin — And yet 
There is another gospel! For your hearts^ 
Passioned with wonder and worship and great dreams. 
There is another gospel! 

Feel this air. 
Warm with the sun of France, invisible. 
Fluent, enfolding, palpitating, vast. 
Breathing and breathed. Dear friends, around our 

souls 
Floweth another air invisible. 
Vast, palpitating, breathed and breathing — God! 

This was the Master's message; nothing more: 
This was the Master's message! But He dies. 
Nailed to misunderstanding as a cross. 
Through age on age of error. He was man 
As we are men, and God as we are God, 
Not otherwise, else is that message vain — 

Lover I smote! Ineffable Loneliness 

That faced Golgotha! Thou hast come indeed; 

1 share thy vigil on the mountain height; 
I know the passion of Gethsemane; 

I feel the Presence flow across thy soul. 

Vast, palpitating, breathed and breathing — Love! 

Brothers, believe this truth: that whoso prays 
As prayed the Master; whoso fashions his heart 
By wonder and worship and inmiortal dreams 
To a gift meet for Godhead; whoso yearns 
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To lose his self in Selfs infinitude — 

The pare Shechinah in his soul shall dwell 

As in the Master's. And every man on earth 

May live as he^ wrapt in the Spirit Divine^ 

The Fatherhood whose sons are all that love; 

And; living so^ shall year by happy year. 

And life by life^ and light by mystic light. 

Up to the mount of self's last Calvary, 

Know that which passeth understanding — Peace; 

Vast, palpitating, breathed and breathing — Peace! 

Hate wrong! Slay wrong! else mercy, justice^ 
truth. 
Freedom and faith, shall die for humankind — 
Slay ! that His Law may live ! But, having slain, 
O seek the quiet places in your souls. 
The lonely shore of your Gennesaret, 
Your Mount of Olives, your Gethsemane, 
Where waits the Peace of God. 

The Forum WiUiam Samuel Johnson 



CHAMPAGNE, 1914^16 

In the glad revels, in the happy fetes, 

When cheeks are flushed, and glasses gilt and 
pearled 
With the sweet wine of France that concentrates 

The sunshine and the beauty of the world. 

Drink sometimes, you whose footsteps yet may tread 
The undisturbed, delightful paths of Earth, 

To those whose blood, in pious duty shed. 
Hallows the soil where that same wine had birth. 
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Here^ by deroted comrades laid away, 
Along our lines they slumber where they fell. 

Beside the crater at the Ferme d'Alger 
And up the bloody slopes of La Pompelle, 

And romid the city whose cathedral towers 
The enemies of Beauty dared profane. 

And in tlie mat of multicolored flowers 
That clothe the sunny chalk-fields of Champagne. 

Under the litUe crosses where they rise 
The soldier crests. Now round liim undismayed 

The cannon thunders, and at night he lies 
At peace beneath the eternal fusillade. . . . 

That other generations might possess — 

From shame and menace free in years to come — 

A richer heritage of happiness. 

He marched to that heroic martyrdom. 

Esteeming less the forfeit that he paid 
Than undishonored that his flag might float 

Over the towers of liberty, he made 

His breast the bulwark and his blood the moat. 

Obscurely sacrificed, his nameless tomb. 
Bare of the sculptor's art, the poet's lines. 

Summer shall flush with poppy-fields in bloom. 
And Autumn yellow with maturing vines. 

There the grape-pickers at their harvesting 

Shall lightly tread and load their wicker trays. 

Blessing his memory as they toil and sing 
In the slant sunshine of October days. . • . 
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I love to think that if my blood should be 
So privileged to sink where his has sunk, 

I shall not pass from Earth entirely 

But when the banquet rings^ when healths are 
drunk^ 

And faces that the joys of living fill 

Glow radiant with laughter and good cheer> 

In beaming cups some spark of me shall still 
Brim toward the lips that once I held so dear. 

So shall one coveting no higher plane 

Than nature clothes in color and flesh and tone^ 

Even from the grave put upward to attain 

The dreams youth cherished and missed and might 
have known; 

And that strong need that strove unsatisfied 
Toward earthly beauty in all forms it wore^ 

Not death itself shall utterly divide 
From the belov6d shapes it thirsted for. 

Alas^ how many an adept for whose arms 
Life held delicious ofi*erings perished here^ 

How many in the prime of all that charms. 

Crowned with all gifts that conquer and endear ! 

Honor them not so much with tears and flowers. 
But you with whom the sweet fulfilment lies. 

Where in the anguish of atrocious hours 

Turned their last thoughts and closed tiieir dying 
eyes. 

Bather when music or bright gathering lays 
Its tender spell, and joy is uppermost, 
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Be mindful of the men they were^ and raise 
Your glasses to them in one silent toast. 

Drinlc to them — amorous of dear Earth as well^ 
They asked no tribute lovelier than this — 

And in the wine that ripened where they f ell^ 
Oh^ frame your lips as though it were a kiss. 

North American Review Alan Seeger 

Deuxiime BSgiment Eiranger 



RED PEARLS 

(Heard in a Bevsry) 

FIBST TOICB 

That yon should be here ! Who could erer guess ! 

SBCOND TOICB 

Then you remember me^ Columbia? 

FIRST TOICB 

Yes — 
Our friendship^ long ago^ beside the sea! 
But tell me^ by what sudden conjury 
Do yon appear before me like a flame^ 
You^ from the land of war? 

SBCOND TOICB 

Your message came. 

FIRST TOICB 

Mine? 

SBCOND TOICB 

Yours. It reached me in a bit of shelL 
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FIRST VOICB 

I sent no message. 

SECOND TOICS 

I recall it wdL 
Come look upon my pearls is what it said. 

FIRST VOICE 

Strange ! When I clasped them on to-night^ they shed 

Such a soft lustre over me that I 

Down in my deepest heart said mistily: 

" If he might see them^ see them perfect^ white^ 

And know me beautiful! Oh^ if he might!'' 

SECOND VOICE 

And I have come. And you are beautifuL 

FIRST VOICE 

See my long rope of pearls^ delight as cool 

As after-kisses of wild fluttering wings! 

You — man of space — who seem to know all things^ 

Do you^ then^ know its story? 

SECOND VOICE 

Yes, I know. 

FIRST VOICE 

How it is but my own elation's glow? 
How fortune upon fortune comes to me? 

SECOND VOICE 

I know. And they are beautiful to see! 

Pearls! Pearls! And how they shimmer, gem on 

gem! 
Now let me have a closer look at them: 
This round perfection is a shattered jaw. 
And this a mangled brain. Two eyes that saw 
Are these two pearls, the eyes of one I brothered, 
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Now liring in eternal darkness smothered. 

This was a forehead. These were powerful forms^ 

These^ sturdy limbs. And this, that glows and warms^ 

This is the bright supremacy of pain. 

A noble story^ — gold and gold again 

For blood and blood and blood ! 

FIBST TOICS 

I cannot listen! 

SBCOKD TOICS 

These three that with your breathing glance and 

glisten^ 
These are three tortured women. 

FIRST TOICB 

Hush^ O hush! 

SECOND TOICB 

But look^ they change, they seem to OTerflush. 

FIRST TOICB 

My pearls! My lordy pearls! They are turning 

red! 
They weigh, they press ! I snatch at stinging lead ! 

SBCOND TOICB 

Snatch, — but they will not moTC. 

FIRST TOICB 

What awful ban, 
What spell, is on my fingers? Help, help, man, — 
O take them off ! 

SBCOND TOICB 

I cannot. 

FIRST TOICB 

Help! 
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SECOND TOICI 

The dawn 
Is breaking in your house. The guests are gone. 
And the last sertant sleeps with sodden ears. 

FIHST TOICS 

Helpi some one^ help me! 

SECOND TOICS 

Call^ — but no one hears. 

FIBST TOICS 

Ab^ man or ghost^ they are fire on fire! They bite! 
HaTe pity, — tear them off! 

SECOND TOICS 

Not any might 
May lift them, neither ghost's nor man's endeaTOur. 
For they must ding about your neck forever. 

The International Agne$ Lee 



HARVEST-MOON: 1916 

Moon, slow rising, over the trembling sea-rim. 
Moon of the lifted tides and their folded burden. 
Look, look down; and gather the blinded oceans. 
Moon of compassion. 

Come, white Silence, over the one sea pathway: 
Pour with hallowing hands on the surge and outcry, 
SilTer flame; and OTcr the famished blackness. 
Petals of moonlight. 

Once again, the formless void of a world-wreck 
Gropes its way through the echoing dark of chaos; 
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Tide on tide^ to the callings lost horizons. 
One in the darkness. 

You that Teil the light of the all-beholding. 
Shed your tidings down to the dooms of longing, 
Down to the timeless dark; and the sunken trealnre. 
One in the darkness. 

Touch, and harken — under the shrouding silver, — 
Rise and fall of the heart of the sea and its legions 
All and one; — one with the breath of tiie deathless. 
Rising and falling. 

Touch and waken, so, to a far hereafter. 
Ebb and flow, the deep, and the dead in their long- 
ing: 
Till at last, on the hungering face of the waters. 
There shall be light. 

{Light of Light, give us to see, for their sake. 
Light of Light, grant them eternal peace; 
And let Light perpetual shine upon them, — 
Light, everlasting,) 

The Poetry Review of America 

Josephine Preston Peabodff 



MALMAISON 



How the slates of the roof sparkle in the sun, orer 
there, over there, beyond the high wall ! How quietly 
the Seine runs in loops and windings, over there, over 
there, sliding through the green countryside! Like 
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ships of the line, stately with canvas, the tall clonds 
pass along the sky, over the glittering roof, over tiie 
trees, over the looped and curving river. A breeze 
quivers through the linden trees. Roses bloom at 
Malmaison. Roses ! Roses ! But the road is dusty. 
Already the Citoyenne Beauhamais wearies of her 
walk. Her skin is chalked and powdered with dust, 
she smells dust, and behind the wall are roses ! Roses 
with smooth open petals, poised above rippling leaves 
. . • Roses . . . They have told her so. The Cito- 
yenne Beauhamais shrugs her shoulders and makes a 
little face. She must mend her pace if she would be 
back in time for dinner. Roses indeed! The guil- 
lotine more likely. 

The tired clouds float over Malmaison, and the slate 
roof sparkles in the sun. 

n 

Gallop! Gallop! The General brooks no delay. 
Make way, good people, and scatter out of his path, 
you, and your hens, and your dogs, and your children. 
The General is returned from Egypt, and is come in 
a cal^he and four to visit his new property. Throw 
open the gates, you. Porter of Malmaison. Pull off 
your cap, my man, this is your master, the husband of 
Madame. Faster! Faster! A jerk and a jingle and 
they are arrived, he and she. Madame has red eyes. 
Fi! It is for joy at her husband's return. Learn 
your place. Porter. A gentleman here for two 
months? Fi! Fi, then! Since when have you taken 
to gossiping? Madame may have a brother, I sup- 
pose. That — all green, and red, and glitter, with 
flesh as dark as ebony — that is a slave; a blood- 
thirsty, stabbing, slashing heathen, come from the hot 
countries to cure your tongue of idle whispering. 
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A fine afternoon it ia, with tall bright donds sail- 
ing over the trees. 

" Bonaparte, mon ami, the trees are golden Uke mj 
star, the star I pinned to your destiny when I mar- 
ried you. The gypsy, you remember her prophecy* 
My dear friend, not here, the servants 4tre watching; 
send them away, and that flashing splendour, Ronstan. 
Superb — Imperial, but • . • My dear, your arm is 
trembling; I faint to feel it touching me! No, no, 
Bonaparte, not that — spare me that — did we not 
bury that last night! You hurt me, my friend, you 
are so hot and strong. Not long, Dear, no, thank 
God, not long." 

The looped river runs saffron, for the sun is set- 
ting. It is getting dark. Dark. Darker. In the 
moonlight, the slate roof shines palely milkily white* 

The roses have faded at Malmaison, nipped by the 
frost. What need for roses ? Smooth, open petals — 
her arms. Fragrant, outcurved petals — her breasts. 
He rises like a sun above her, stooping to touch the 
petals, press them wider. Eagles. Bees. Wliat are they 
to open roses ! A little shivering breese runs through 
the linden trees, and the tiered clouds blow across the 
sky like ships of the line, stately with canvas. 

m 

The gates stand wide at Malmaison, stand wide all 
day. The gravel of the avenue glints under the con- 
tinual rolling of wheels. An officer gallops up with 
his sabre clicking; a mameluke gallops down with his 
charger kicking. Valets-de-pied run about in ones, 
and twos, and groups, like swirled blown leaves. 
Tramp! Tramp! The guard is changing, and the 
grenadiers off duty lounge out of sight, ranging along 
the roads toward Paris. 
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The slate roof sparkles in the sun^ but it sparkles 
milkily^ vagaely^ the great glass-houses put ont its 
shining. Glass^ stone and onyx now for the snn's 
mirror. Mnch has come to pass at Malmaison. New 
rocks and fountains^ blocks of carven marble; fluted 
pillars uprearing antique temples^ vases and urns in 
unexpected places^ bridges of stone^ bridges of wood^ 
arbours and stat^es^ and a flood of flowers everywhere^ 
new flowers, rare flowers, parterre after parterre of 
flowers. Indeed, the roses bloom at Malmaison. It 
is youth, youth untrammeled and advancing, trun- 
dling a country ahead of it as though it were a hoop. 
Laughter, and spur j anglings in tesselated vestibules. 
Tripping of clocked and embroidered stockings in 
little low-heeled shoes over smooth grassplots. India 
muslins spangled with silver patterns slide through 
trees — mingle — separate — white day-fireflies flash- 
ing moon-brilliance in the shade of foliage. 

" The kangaroos ! I vow. Captain, I must see the 
kangaroos." 

"As you please, dear Lady, but I recommend the 
shady linden alley and feeding the cockatoos/' 

" They say that Madame Bonaparte's breed of 
sheep is the best in all France." 

" And, oh, have you seen the enchanting little cedar 
she planted when the First Consul sent home the news 
of the victory of Marengo? *' 

Picking, choosing, the chattering company flits to 
and fro. Over the trees the great clouds go, tiered, 
stately, like ships of the line bright with canvas. 

Prisoner's-base, and its swooping, veering, racing, 
giggling, bumping. The First Consul runs plump 
into M. de Beauhamais and falls. But he picks him- 
self up smartly, and starts after M. Isabey. Too 
late, M. Le Premier Consul, Madamoiselle Hortense 
is out after you. Quickly, my dear Sir! Stir your 
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short legB, she is swift and eager^ and as graceful as 
her mother. She is there^ that other^ playing too^ but 
lightly^ warily^ bearing herself with care^ rather float- 
ing out upon the air than runnings never far from 
goal. She is there^ borne up above her gaests as 
something indefinably fair^ a rose above periwinkles. 
A blow rose^ smooth as satin^ reflexed^ one loosened 
petal hanging back and down. A rose that undulates 
languorously as the breese takes it> resting upon its 
leaves in a faintness of perfume. 

There are rumours about the First Consul. Mal- 
maison is full- of women^ and Paris is only two leagues 
distant. Madame Bonaparte stands on the wooden 
bridge at sunset, and watches a black swan pushing 
the pink and silver water in front of him as he swims, 
crinkling its smoothness into pleats of changing colour 
with his breast. Madame Bonaparte presses against 
the parapet of the bridge, and the crushed roses at her 
belt melt, petal by petal, into the pink water. 

nr 

A vile day. Porter. But keep your wits about you. 
The Empress will soon be here. Queer, without the 
Emperor! It ia indeed, but best not consider that. 
Scratch your head and prick up your ears. Divorce 
is not for you to debate about. She is late? Ah, 
well, the roads are muddy. The rain spears are as 
sharp as whetted knives. They dart down and down, 
edged and shining. Clop-trop! Clop-trop! A car- 
^gc grows out of the mist. Hist, Porter. You can 
keep on your hat. It is only Her Majesty's dogs and 
lier parrot. Clop-trop! The Ladies in Waiting, 
Porter. Clop-trop! It is Her Majesty. At least, 
I suppose it is, but the blinds are drawn. 

" In all the years I have served Her Majesty she 
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never before passed the gate without giving me a 
smile!" 

" You're a droll fellow^ to expect the Empress to 
put out her head in the pouring rain and salute you. 
She has affairs of her own to think about." 

Clang the gate^ no need for further waitings no* 
body else will be coming to Malmaison tonight. 

White under her veil, drained and shaking, the 
woman crosses the antechamber. Empress! Em- 
press! Foolish splendour, perished to dust. Ashes 
of roses, ashes of youth. Empress forsooth! 

Over the glass domes of the hot-houses drenches 
the rain. Behind her a dock ticks — ticks again. 
The sound knocks upon her thought with the echoing 
shudder of hollow vases. She places her hands on 
her ears, but the minutes pass, knocking. Tears in 
Malmaison. And years to come each knocking by, 
minute after minute. Years, many years, and tears, 
and cold pouring rain. 

** I feel as though I had died, and the only sensa- 
tion I have is that I am no more." 

Rain ! Heavy, thudding rain ! 



The roses bloom at Malmaison. And not only 
roses. Tulips, myrtles, geraniums, camellias, rhodo- 
dendrons, dahlias, double hyacinths. All the year 
through, under glass, under the sky, flowers bud, ex- 
pand, die, and give way to others, always others. 
From distant countries tiiey have been brought, and 
taught to live in the cool temperateness of France. 
There is the Bonapartea from Peru; the Napdeane 
ImpMale; the Jotephinia Imperatris, a pearl-white 
flower, purple-shadowed, the calix pricked out with 
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crimson points. Malmaison wears its flowers as a 
lady wears her gems^ flauntingly^ assertively. Mal- 
maison decks herself to hide the hollow within. 

The glass-houses grow and grow and every year 
fling up hotter reflexions to the sailing smi. 

The cost runs into millions^ but a woman must have 
something to console herself for a broken heart. One 
can play backgammon and patience^ and then patience 
and backganunon, and stake gold Napoleons on each 
game won. Sport truly! It is an unruly spirit 
which could ask better. With her jewels^ her laces^ 
her shawls; her two hundred and twenty dresses^ her 
fichus^ her veils; her pictures^ her haata, her birds. 
It is absurd that she cannot be happy. The Em- 
peror smarts under the thought of her ingratitude. 
What could he do more? And yet she spends, spends 
as never before. It is ridiculous. Can she not enjoy 
life at a smaller figure? Was ever nK>narch plagued 
with so extravagant an ex-wife? She owes her choco- 
late-merchant^ her candle-merchant^ her sweetmeat 
purveyor; her grocer, her butcher, her poulterer; her 
architect, and the shopkeeper who sells her rouge; 
her perfumer, her dressmaker, her merchant of shoes* 
She owes for fans, plants, engravings, and chairs* 
She owes masons and carpenters, vintners, lingires. 
The lady's affairs are in sad confusion. 

And why? Why? 

Can a river flow when the spring is dry? 

Night. The Empress sits alone, and the dock 
ticks, one after one. The clock nicks off the edges 
of her life. She is chipped like an old bit of china; 
she is frayed like a garment of last year's wearing. 
She is soft^ crinkled, like a fading rose. And each 
minute flows by brushing against her, shearing off 
another and another petal. The Empress crushes 
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her breasts with her hands^ and weeps. And the tall 
clouds sail over Malmaison like a procession of stately 
ships bound for the moon. 

Scarlet^ dear-blue^ purple epauletted with gold. It 
is a parade of soldiers sweeping up the avenue. 
£ight horses^ eight Imperial harnesses^ four capari- 
soned postillions^ a carriage with the Emperor's arms 
on the panels. Ho^ Porter^ pop out. your eyes> and 
no wonder, Where else under the Heavens could you 
see such splendour! 

They sit on a stone seat. The little man in the 
green coat of a colonel of Chasseurs^ and the lady> 
beautiful as a satin seedpod> and as pale. The house 
has memories. The satin seedpod holds his germs of 
£mpire. We will stay here^ under the blue sky and 
the turreted white clouds. She draws him; he feels 
her faded loveliness urge him to replenish it. Her 
soft transparent texture woos his nervous fingering. 
He speaks to her of debts^ of resignation; of her chil- 
dreuy and his; he promises that she shall see the King 
of Rome; he says some harsh things and some pleas- 
ant. But she is there^ close to him^ rose toned to 
amber^ white shot with violet> pungent to his nostrils 
as embalmed rose-leaves in a twilit room. 

Suddenly the Emperor calls his carriage and rolls 
away across the looping Seine. 



VI 

Crystal-blue brightness over the glass-houses. 
Crystal-blue streaks and ripples over the lake. A 
macaw on a gilded perch screams; they have forgot- 
ten to take out his dinner. The windows shake. 
Boom ! Boom ! It is the rumbling of Prassian can- 
non beyond Pecq. Roses bloom at Malmaison. 
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Boses! Boses! Swimming above their leaves^ rotr 
ting beneath them. Fallen flowers strew the unraked 
walks. Fallen flowers for a fallen Emperor! The 
General in charge of him draws back and watches. 
Snatches of music — snarling^ sneering music of bag- 
pipes. They say a Scotch regiment is besieging St. 
Denis. The Emperor wipes his tact, or is it his 
eyes? His tired eyes which see nowhere the grace 
they long for. Josephine! Somebody asks him a 
question, he does not answer, somebody else does that. 
There are voices, bat one voice he does not hear, and 
yet he hears it all the time. Josephine! The Em- 
peror puts up his hand to screen his face. The white 
lig^t of a bright cloud spears sharply through the 
linden trees. "Vive TEmpereur!" There are 
troops passing beyond the wall, troops which sing 
and call. Boom! A pink rose is jarred off its stem 
and falls at the Emperor's feet. 

"Very well. I go." Where! Does it matter? 

There is no sword to clatter. Nothing but soft 

brushing gravel and a gate which shuts with a click. 

" Quick, fellow, don't spare your horses." 

A whip cracks, wheels turn, why bum one's eyes 

following a fleck of dust. 



vu 

Over the slate roof tall clouds, like ships of the 
line, pass along the sky. The glass-houses glitter 
splotchily, for many of their lights are broken. 
Boses bloom, fiery cinders quenching under damp 
weeds. Wreckage and misery, and a trailing of petty 
deeds smearing over old recollections. 

The musty rooms are empty and their shutters are 
closed, only in the gallery tiiere is a stuffed black 
swan, covered with dust. When you touch it the 
feathers come off and float softly to the ground. 
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Tiirough a chink in the shutters one can see the stately 
clouds crossing the akj toward the Roman arches of 
the Marley Aqueduct 

The LitUe Review. Amy LaweU. 



VIVE LA FRANCE! 

Franceline rose in the dawning gray^ 

And her heart would dance though she knelt to praj> 

For her man Michel had holiday^ 

Fighting for France. 

She offered her prayer by the cradle-side^ 
And with baby palms folded in hers she cried: 
** If I have but one prayer^ dear^ crucified 
Christ — save France! 

" But if I have two, then, by Mary's grace. 
Carry me safe to the meeting-place, 
Let me look once again on my dear love's f ac^ 
Save him for France ! " 

She crooned to her boy: *' Oh, how glad he'll be. 
Little three-months old, to set eyes on thee ! 
For, ' Rather than gold, would I give,' wrote he, 
'A son to France.' 

" Come, now, be good, little stray sauterelle. 
For we're going by-by to thy papa Michel, 
But I'll not say where for fear thou wilt tell. 
Little pigeon of France! 

" Six days' leave and a year between ! 

But what would you have? In six days dean, 
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Heaven was made/' said Franceline> 
"Heaven and France." 

She came to the town of the nameless name^ 
To the marching troops in the street she came^ 
And she held high her boy like a taper flame 
Bmming for France. 

Fresh from the trenches* tfnd gray with grime^ 
Silent they march like a pantomime; 
''Bat what need of music? My heart beats time— • 
Vive U France!" 

His regiment comes. Oh^ then where is he? 
" There is dust in my eyes, for I cannot see, — 
Is that my Michel to the right of thee. 
Soldier of France?" 

Then out of the ranks a comrade fell, — 
" Yesterday — r'twas a splinter of shell — 
And he whispered thy name, did thy poor Michel, 
Dying for France." 

The tread of the troops on the pavement throbbed 
Like a woman's heart of its last joy robbed, 
As she lifted her boy to the flag, and sobbed: 
"Vive la France!" 

Scribner't Magazine. 

Charlotte Holmes Crawford. 



SONNETS 



BDITH CAVSLL 

The world hath its own dead; great motions start 
In human breasts, and make for them a place 

146 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



In that hushed sanctuary of the race 
Where every day men come^ kneel^ and depart. 
Of them^ O £nglish nurse, henceforth thou art^ 
A name to pray on, and to all a face 
Of household consecration; such His grace 
Whose universal dwelling is the heart. 

O gentle hands that soothed the soldier's brow. 
And knew no service save of Christ the Lord! 
Thy country now is all humanity ! 

How like a flower thy womanhood doth show 
In the harsh scything of the German sword. 
And beautifies the world that saw it die! 



u 

PICQUART 

Picquart, no brighter name on times to be 
Thy country raises, nor all Europe vaunts. 
Thou star of honor on the breast of France, 

Soldier of justice; all men honor thee 

Who to false honor would'st not bow the knee. 
Nor parley with the time's intolerance; 
Thou art of those to whom the whole world grants 

The meed of universal memory. 

Loyal to more than to thy sabre vows, 

Kissed on the sword and hallowed oft with blood; 

True to thy land's ideal of equal laws; 

Champion of human rights; about thy brows. 

Thy battles done, how fair thy laurels bud. 
Thou lying dead, a victor in man's cause ! 

Scrihner's Magazine. 

Oeorge Edward Woodberrg. 
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AMERICA AND FRANCE 

In Memory of the American Vdunteers Fallen for France 

I 

Ay^ it is fitting on this holiday^ 

Commemorative of our soldier dead> 

When^ with sweet flowers of our New England May 

Hiding the lichened stone by fifty years made gray^ 

Their graves in every town are garlanded^ 

That pious tribute should be given too 

To our intrepid few 

Obscurely fallen here beyond the seas. 

Those to preserve their country's greatness died; 

But by the death of these 

Something that we can look upon with pride 

Has been achieved^ nor wholly unreplied 

Can sneerers triumph in the charge they make 

That from a war where Freedom was at stake 

America withheld and, daunted, stood aside. 

n 

Be they remembered here with each reviving springy 
Not only that in May, when life is loveliest. 
Around Neuville-Saint-Vaast and the disputed crest 
Of Vimy, they, superb, unfaltering, 
In that fine onslaught that no fire could halt. 
Parted impetuous to their first assault; 
But that they brought fresh hearts and springlike too 
To that high mission, and 'tis meet to strew 
With twigs of lilac and spring's earliest rose 
The cenotaph of those 

Who in the cause that history most endears 
Fell in the sunny mom and flower of their young 
years. 

ni 

Yet sought they neither recompense nor praise. 
Nor to be mentioned in another breath 
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Than their blue coated comrades whose great days 
It was their pride to share^ ay! share even to the 

death. 
Nay> rather^ France^ to you they rendered thanks 
(Seeing they came for honor^ not for gain)^ 
Who^ opening to them your glorious ranks^ 
Gave them that grand occasion to excel. 
That chance to live the life most free from stain 
And that rare privilege of dying well. 

IV 

friends ! I know not since that war began 
From which no people nobly stands aloof 
If in all moments we have given proof 

Of virtues that were thought .^jnerican. 

1 know not if in all things done and said 
All has been well and good, 

Or if each one of us can hold his head 

As proudly as he should. 

Or, from the pattern of those mighty dead 

Whose shades our country venerates today. 

If we've not somewhat fallen and somewhat gone 

astray. 
But you to whom our land's good name is dear. 
If there be any here 

Who wonder if her manhood be decreased. 
Relaxed its sinews and its blood less red 
Than that at Shiloh and Antietam shed. 
Be proud of these, have joy in this at least. 
And cry: ** Now heaven be prais^ 
That in that hour which most imperilled her. 
Menaced her liberty who foremost raised 
Europe'slbright flag of freedom, some there were 
Who, not unmindful of the antique debt. 
Came back the generous path of Lafayette; 
And when of a most formidable foe 
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She checked each onsets arduous to stem — 

Foiled and frustrated them — 

On those red fields where blow with furious Uow 

Was countered, whether the gigantic fray 

Rolled by the Meuse or at the Bois Sabot, 

Accents of ours were in the fierce rnHit; 

And on those furthest rims of hallowed ground 

Where the forlorn, the gallant charge expires, 

When the slain bugler has long ceased to sound. 

And on the tangled wires 

The last wild rally staggers, crumbles, stops. 

Withered beneath the shrapnel's iron showers; 

Now heaven be thanked, we gave a few brave drops, 

Now heaven be thanked, a few brave drops were ours ! 



There, holding still in frozen steadfastness 
Their bayonets toward the beckoning frontiers. 
They lie — our comrades — lie among their peers. 
Clad in the glory of fallen warriors. 
Grim clusters under thorny trellises. 
Dry, furthest foam upon diastrous shores. 
Leaves that made last year beautiful, still strewn 
Even as they fell, unchanged, beneath the changing 

moon. 
And earth in her divine indifference 
Rolls on, and many paltry things and mean 
Prate to be heard and caper to be seen. 
But they are silent, calm; their eloquence 
Is that incomparable attitude; 
No human presences their witness are. 
But sununer clouds and sunset crimson hued. 
And showers and night winds and the northern star. 
Nay, even our salutations seem profane. 
Opposed to their Elysian quietude; 
Our salutations calling from afar. 
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Fiom our ignobler plane 

And undistinction of our lesser parts: 

Hail> brothers^ and farewell; yon are twice blest^ 

brave hearts. 
Double your glory is who perished thns^ 
For you have died for France and vindicated us! 

New York Sun. Alan Seeger. 



TO A DEAD SOLDIER 

Though all the primrose paths of morning called 
Your feet to follow them^ and all the winds 

Of all the hills of earthy with plucking hands 

Wooed you to slopes that shone like emerald^ 

You might not go. The thin green grass that binds 

Your feet had Earth and Death to forge its bands. 

The rain's wet kiss is on your lips^ where lay 
Once the live pulses of a woman's soul; 

Your eyes give back unto the quiet sky 

Only the sheen of stars^ the glare of day^ 
Or darkness when the kindly shadows roll 

Up from the sea to hide you where you lie. 

No woman's whisper holds your strong heart spent 
And breathless. All the silver horns that blew 

While legions cheered^ are stilL These things are 
done^ 

But these you have: a death for monument^ 
And peace you died to buy^ and after you 

The laughing play of children in the sun. 

The Eliot Literary Magazine. 

Kendall Harriion. 
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A DOG 

So, back again? 

— And is your errand done^ 
Unfailing one? 

How quick the gray worlds at your nK>ming look. 
Turns wonder-book! 
Come in^ — O guard and guest. 
Come, O you breathless from a life-long quest; — 
Search here my heart; and if a comfort be. 
Ah, comfort me! 
You eloquent one, you best 
Of all diviners, so to trace 
The weather-gleams upon a face; 
With wordless, querying paw, 
Adventurfaig the law! 
You shaggy Loveliness, 

What call was it? — What dream beyond a guess. 
Lured you, gray ages back. 
From tiiat lone bivouac 
Of the wild pack? — 

Was it your need? — Or ours, the calling trail 
Of faith that should not fail? — 
Of hope dim understood? — 
That you should follow our poor humanhood. 
Only because you would! 
To search and circle, — follow and outstrip. 
Men and their fellowship; 
And keep your heart no less. 
Your badc-and-forth of hope and wistfulness, 
Through all world-weathers and against all odds ! 
Can you forgive us, now, — 
Your fallen gods? 

The Poetry Review of America. 

Josephine Preston Peabodg. 
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1777 

I THE TRUKPBT-YINB ARBOR 

The throats of the little red trumpet-flowers are wide 
open. 

And the clangor of brass beats against the hot sun- 
light. 

They bray and blare at the burning sky. 

Red ! Red ! Coarse notes of red, 

Trumpeted at the blue sky. 

In long streaks of sound, molten metal. 

The vine declares itself. 

Clang! — from its red and yellow trumpets; 

Clang! — from its long, nasal trumpets. 

Splitting the sunlight into ribbons, tattered and shot 
with noise. 
I sit in the cool arbor, in a green and gold twilight 

It is very still, for I cannot hear the trumpets, 

I only know that they are red and open. 

And that the sun above the arbor shakes with heat. 

My quill is newly mended. 

And makes fine-drawn lines with its point. 

Down the long white paper it makes little lines. 

Just lines — up — down — criss-cross. 

My heart is strained out at the pin-point of my quill; 

It is thin and writhing like the marks of the pen. 

My hand marches to a squeaky tune. 

It marches down the paper to a squealing of fifes. 

My pen and the trumpet-flowers. 

And Washington's armies away over the smoke-tree 
to the southwest. 

'* Yankee Doodle," my darling! It is you against the 
British, 

Marching in your ragged shoes to batter down King 
George. 
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What have yon got in your hat? Not a feather^ I 

wager. 
Just a hay-straw^ for it is the harvest yoo are fighting 

for. 
Hay in your hat^ and the whites of their eyes for a 

target! 
Like Bunker Hill^ two years ago^ when I watched all 

day from the housetop^ 
Through Father's spy-glass^ 
The red city> and the blue^ bright water^ 
And puffs of smoke which you made. 
Twenty miles away^ 
Round by Cambridge^ or over the Nedc^ 
But the smoke was white — white! 
To-day the trumpet-flowers are red — red — 
And I cannot see you fighting; 
But old Mr. Dimond has fled to Canada^ 
And Myra sings " Yankee Doodle " at her milking. 

The red throats of the trumpets bray and clang in 
the sunshine. 
And the smoke-tree puffs dun blossoms into the Uue 
air. 



U THE CITY OF FALLING LKATBS 

Leaves f all. 
Brown leaves. 

Yellow leaves streaked with brown. 
They fall. 
Flutter, 
Fall again. 
The brown leaves. 
And the streaked yellow leaves. 
Loosen on their branches 
And drift slowly downwards. 

154 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



One, 

One, two> three^ 

One, two, five. 

All Venice is a falling of antmnn leares — 

Brown, 

And yellow streaked with brown. 

''That sonnet. Abate, 
Beautiful, 

I am quite exhausted by it. 
Your phrases turn about my heart. 
And stifle me to swooning. 
Open the window, I beg. 

Lord! What a strumming of fiddles and mandolins! 
'Tis really a shame to stop indoors. 
Call my maid, or I will make you lace me yourself* 
Fie, how hot it is, not a breath of air ! 
See how straight the leaves are falling. 
Marianna, I will have the yellow satin caught up with 

silver fringe. 
It peeps out delightfully from under a mantle. 
Am I well painted to-day, caro Abate mio? 
You will be proud of me at the Ridotto, hey? 
Proud of being cavaltere servente to such a lady?"^ 
" Can you doubt it, bellUnma Contes9a9 
A pinch more rouge on the right cheek. 
And Venus herself shines less . . ." 
*' You bore me. Abate, 
I vow I must change you! 
A letter, Achmet.^ 

Run and look out of the window. Abate. 
I will read my letter in peace." 

The little black slave with the yellow satin turban 
Gases at his mistress with strained eyes. 
His yellow turban and black skin 
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Are gorgeous — barbaric. 

Tbe yellow satin dress with its silver flashings • 

Lies on a chair^ 

Beside a black mantle and a black mask. 

Yellow and blacky 

Gorgeous — barbaric. 

The lady reads her letter, 

And the leaves drift slowly 

Past the long windows. 

" How siUy you look, my dear Abate, 

With that great brown leaf in your wig. 

Pluck it off, I beg you. 

Or I shall die of laughing." 

A yellow wall, 
Aflare in the sunlight. 
Chequered with shadows — 
Shadows of vine-leares. 
Shadows of masks. 

Masks coming, printing themselves for an instant. 
Then passing on. 

More masks always replacing them. 
Masks with tricoms and rapiers sticking out behind 
Pursuing masks with veils and high heels. 
The sunlight shining under their insteps. 
One, 

One, two, ^ 

One, two, three. 

There is a thronging of shadows on the hot wall, 
Filigreed at the top with moving leaves. 
Yellow sunlight and black shadows. 
Yellow and black. 
Gorgeous — barbaric. 
Two masks stand together. 
And the shadow of a leaf falls through them. 
Marking the wall where they are not. 
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From hat-tip to shoulder-tip. 

From elbow to sword-hilt. 

The leaf falls. 

The shadows mingle. 

Blur together. 

Slide along the wall and disappear. 

Gold of mosaics and candles. 
And night-blackness larking in the ceiling beams. 
Saint Mark's glitters with flames and reflections. 
A cloak brashes aside. 
And the yellow of satin 

Licks out over the colored inlays of the pavement. 
Under the gold cruciflzes 
There is a meeting of hands 
Beaching from black mantles. 
Sighing embraces, bold investigations. 
Hide in confessionals. 
Sheltered by the shuffling of feet. 
Gorgeous — barbaric 
In its mail of jewels and gold. 
Saint Mark's looks down at the swarm of black 

masks; 
And outside in the palace gardens brown leaves fall. 
Flutter, 
Fall. 
Brown, 
And yellow streaked with brown. 

Blue-black the sky over Venice, 
With a pricking of yellow stars. 
There is no moon. 

And the waves push darkly against the prow 
Of the gondola. 
Coming from Malamocco 
And streaming toward Venice. 
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It is black under the gondola hood> 

But the yellow of .a satin dress 

0}ares out like the eye of a watching tiger. 

Yellow compassed about with darkness^ 

Yellow and blacky 

Gorgeous — barbaric. 

The boatman sings^ 

It is Tasso that he sings; 

The lovers seek each other beneath their mantles^ 

And Ae gondola drifts oyer the lagoon^ aslant to 

the coming dawn. 
But at Malamocco in fronts 
In Venice behind^ 
Fall the leaves^ 
Brown^ 

And yellow streaked with brown. 
They faD, 
Flutter, 
FaU. 

Poetry: A Magazine of Ver$e Amg Lowell 



TO SIGURD 

Not one blithe leap of welcome? 

Can you lie 
Under this woodland mould. 
More still 

Than broken daffodil. 
When I, 

Home from too long a roving, 
Come up the silent hill? 
Dear, wistful eyes. 
White ruff and windy gold 
Of collie coat so oft caressed, 
Not one quick thrill 
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In snowy breast^ 

One spring of jubilant surprise^ 

One ecstasy of loving? 

Are all our frolics ended? Never more 

Those royal romps of old^ 

When one^ 

Playfellow of the smi^ 

Would pour 

Adventures and romances 

Into a morning nm; 

Off and away^ 

A flying glint of gold^ 

Startling to wing a husky choir 

Of crows whose dun 

Shadows would tire 

Even that wild speed? Unscared to-day 

They hold their weird seances. 

Ever you dreamed^ legs twitching^ you would catch 

A crow, O leaper bold. 

Next time. 

Or chase to branch sublime 

That batch 

Of squirrels daring capture 

In saucy pantomime; 

Till one spring dawn. 

Resting amid the gold 

Of crocuses. Death stole on yon 

From that far dime 

Where dreams come true. 

And left upon the starry lawn 

Your form without your rapture. 

And was Death's whistle then so wondrous sweet 
Across the glinmiering wold 
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That yaa 

Would trustfully pursue 

Strange feet? 

When I was gone^ each morrow 

You sought our old haunts throuf^. 

Slower to play^ 

Drooping in faded gold; 

Now it is mine to grieve and miss 

My comrade true 

Who used to kiss 

With eager tongue such tears away^ 

Coaxing a smile from sorrow. 

I know not what life is^ nor what is death. 

Nor how vast Hearen may hold 

All this 

Earth-beauty and earth-bliss. 

Christ saith 

That not a sparrow faUeth 

— O songs of sparrow faith! — 

But God is there. 

May not a leap of gold 

Yet greet me on some gladder hill^ 

A shining wraith^ 

Bejoicing stilly 

As in those hours we found so fair, 

To follow where lore calleth? 

Scribner*9 Magazine Katharine Lee Bates 



MATER DOLOROSA 

O clinging hands, and eyes where sleep has set 

Her seal of peace, go not from me so soon. 
O little feet, take not the pathway yet; 
The dust of other feet with tears is wet, 
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And Sorrow wanders there with slow regret; 
O eager f eet^ take not the path so sooii. 

Take it not yet, for death is at the end. 
And kingly death will wait until yon come. 

Fall soon the feet of youth will pass Ae bend. 

The eyes will see where followed footsteps wend. 

Go not so soon, though death be found a friend; 
For kingly death will wait until you come. 

Harftr'i Magazine LouU V. Ledaux 



LAMENT 

He is gone with his blue eyes, 
Whom I love most, — 
Gone among the cliffs and fog 
On a far coast, — 

He who scatters wit and pride 
From his keen tongue. 
He who finds himself so deep 
And is so young; — 

He whose joy is in sweet words 
And kindliness, — 

Whom old men love, and little boys 
No whit the less. . . . 

Booms are silent that were glad 
Seven days ago. 
I can feel across my heart 
The great tides flow. 

Love, the blind importunate. 
Craves touch and sight; 
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Briefl J parting, feds and lean 
Eternal night. 

Fear is sweeping on the wind 
Like acrid foam. 
I hare said farewell to peace 
Till he comes home. 

The Trimmed Lamp leaheUa HM 

THE DEAD 



Think you the dead are lonely in that place? 

They are companioned by the leaves and grass^ 
By many a beaatifal and vanished face. 

By all the strange and lovely things that pass. 
Smisets and dawnings and Ae starry vast. 

The swimming moon, the tracery of trees — 
These they shall know more perfectly at last. 

They shall be intimate with such as these. 
'Tis only for the living Beauty dies. 

Fades and drifts from ns with too brief a grace. 
Beyond the changing tapestry of skies 

Where dwells her perfect and inmiortal face. 
For ns the passage brief: — the happy dead 

Are ever by great beauty visited. 



All Souls' Night! Forth from their dwelling places 
They cross the aching and uneasy night. 

Seeking old doors and dear remembered faces. 
Peering unseen in windows where a light 

Falls on some book they loved or on some chair 
Where they had rested many a night ago; 

And well for them if one dear face be there 
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Whose unforgetting eyes thej knew — and know. 
Ah, well for them if in the quiet speech 

That passes roand the low-burned candle flame^ 
Some old familiar tale the listeners reach. 

And silence fall about a spoken name. — 
Better their sleep in those dim dwelling places. 

For finding remembered and remembering faces. 

The Forum David Morton 



"IF I COULD HOLD MY GRIEF »» 

If I could hold my grief in calm control. 
And look its blinding terror in the face; 
If I could welcome it to its own place 
Deep in my heart; if I could sweep the whole 
Of this fierce pain, that seems to drown my soul^ 
Into my being like a firm embrace. 
And let it with my life's stream interlace, — 
Then Grief and I, perchance, might win the GoaL 
But if I shrink, w'ith dim, averted eyes. 
Craving to hurry through the restless days. 
Seeking escape, — a wounded creature, blind, — 
Then all my deeper self, that hidden lies. 
In rain shall strive to lead me in the ways 
That Grief would teach my lagging feet to find. 

The Poetry Review of America 

Corinne Roosevelt Robineon 



THE BROKEN FIELD 

My soul is a dark ploughed field 

In the cold rain; 
My soul is a broken field 

Plouf^ed by pain. 
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Where windy grass and flowers 

Were growing. 
The field lies broken now 

For another sowing. 

Great Sower^ when 70a tread 

My field again. 
Scatter the furrows there 

With better grain. 

The Yale Review Sara Teaedeie 



OPEN WINDOWS 

Out of the window a sea of green trees 
•Lift their soft boughs like arms of a dancer; 

They beckon and call me, "Come out in the sun!' 
But I cannot answer. 

I am alone with Weakness and Pain, 

Sick abed and June is going, 
I cannot keep her, she hurries by 

With the silver-green of her garments blowing. 

Men and women pass in the street 
Glad of the shining sapphire weather^ 

But we know more of it than they. 
Pain and I together. 

They are the runners in the sun. 

Breathless and blinded by the race^ 
But we are watchers in the shade 

Who speak with Wonder face to face. 

The Yale Review Sara Teasdale 
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THE POPPIES 

This is the garden of your joyous care^ 

Where such a little time before you died 

You walked with pleasant pride 

And pointed out your favorites^ the rare 

Tree roses^ and the riotous delight 

Of poppies^ from the crimson to the white 

Sounding the gamut of ecstatic hue. 

So richly coloured was all life to you ! 

You never called the world a vale of tears. 

Such long and loving labor overgrown! 

How soon the wild 'undoes your patient years • • • 

Not wholly; with each summer's weeds I see 

Poppies arise, self-sown. 

They are your garden's immortality. 

What would be Heaven for you? It comforts me 

To picture you with leisure and with strength 

To bring to life at length 

Your dreams of beauty — all your soul set free 

From the mean goading of necessity. 

And from the bodily pain 

You bore so bravely, like a galling chain 

That heavy grew and heavier, each day. 

When death struck these away , 

I knew the magnitude of your release 

By your high look of peace. 

God knows I had no lack of tears, but they 

Were not for you. My sorrow was my own. 

I read — *' I will not leave you comfortle^i. 

But I wUl come to you/* I had not known 

The meaning of those words until your death. 

You were less near to me when I could press 

Your hand, and feel your breath 

Upon my cheek, than now. You seem so near^ 
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So full of life^ so constantly more dear, 

I feel it only needs to torn my gase 

To see yon standing here 

Among your flowers^ as in other days. 

Like little shouts of exultation sweet 

The poppies at my feet 

Loose to the wind their petals. Let them die — 

From them shall spring new beauty, by and by. 

They are not over-greedy for a pledge 

Of immortality; they give their best 

To earth — God knows the rest. 

So did you tread your path across the edge 

Of this our visible world. You did not hoard 

Your spirit's treasure for a world unseen 

Nor chaffer with your God for a reward 

Ere you would serve. You did not even trust 

Your master would be just. 

You went your way, generous and serene. 

And gave unquestioning all you had to spend 

As friend to friend. 

If you had known that all should end in dust 

You would have thought it shame to drop your sword. 

Because you fought your beasts at Ephesus 

Not for yourself — for us. 

Who loved in you the love of righteousness. 

There is no soul that touched you in the stress 

Of that great battle where you did your part 

So gallantly, which you did not impress 

With your own chivalry. In every heart 

That knew you, there is sown 

A ruddy-blossomed seedling of your own. 

Whatever Heaven there beyond may be. 

This I can see! 

If this dear presence by my love discerned 
Be your own self, the self I knew, returned 
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From larger life in some transfigured guise 

Unseen by mortal eyes. 

Or if it be your spirit da it grew 

Unconsciously of my own self a part. 

Could it be any nearer if I knew. 

Or dearer, to my heart? 

You are in God, as you have always been. 

Although I find it sweet 

To dream that I shall know you when we meet 

In such a garden as you cherished here, 

I will not wait until I die, my Dear, 

For Heaven to begin. 

Sweeter it is to know that I can giye 

Your deathless bounty to a world in need. 

I sow you as the poppy sows her seed. 

And in my Ipve you live. 

The Bellman Amelia Josephine Burr 



LAUGHTER 

Yes, I say yes — 

Yes to the dance of feet in the spring, 
Yes to the shouts of children. 
Yes to Laughter. 

Laughter, last of the gods. 
And of them the greatest. 
Yes, say I, and salute you. 

Man's the bad child of the universe. 

I know that; 

Am I not a man? 

Wicked is my wickedness — an impudent girl. 

We dance on the housetops when Ae moon is aloft, 
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We dance in the street^ in the public glare; 

But who knows ua, who sees us? 

My visible feet are still, and my face is solenuL 

As Sunday is the Sabbath, a day of holy unctions, 

I said, I will go visit the solemn ones. 

They whose mouths are turned down at the comers, 

and whose glassy eyes never wink or gleam: 
I will visit not the worshipers in a church; 
I will go visit the fishes. 

Crowded was the aquarium: 

On one side the glass, the people; on the other, the 

solemn ones. 
I stood and marveled at the miracle of their gravity. 

You see, they wave their fins, open their mouths. 

And hang suspended in bubbling waters; 

The perfect circle of their flat eyes heaves a little 

without lids; 
They are neither happy nor unhappy. 
I knew they were fishes; but did they know they were 

fishes ? 
No, nor even that I, watching them, was a man! 

O dear old Universe, you big clumsy giant who find a 
whole sky too small to sprawl over. 

You star-bellied monster. 

Who outstare me with a galaxy of eyes — 

I, that stand here, so little, that your least tremor 
would crush me and my earth, 

I, your bad child, your enfant terrible. 

Wink at you and. laugh. 

Why so solemn. Universe? 

Why such millenniums of ages of laughterless 
struggle? 
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Did you care only to increase life and to raise it? 
To push up fiercely from sun into earthy from earth 

into animals. 
From ape into man? 
Your stars shine, your waters roar, your earthquakes 

quake, and the noses of your cats sneeze. 
How gravely! 

Not that there is not sportiveness and joy. 

Surely cubs play, and the love-season sounds with the 

joy of the birds; 
The young colts bound in the meadow. 
The rooster crows. 

The whisper of new green leaves has gladness in it. 
But joy is not laughter, and the deepest joy is sad. 

Old Universe, you are one great flood, and the animals 

are all under your waters. 
Only man has poked his head up above the surface, 

and taken a look around. 
And seen you, old Universe, and all your children, 

and his own absurd self. 
And, opening his mouth wide, has wickedly laughed. 

For joy is sacred, and laughter is wicked. 

Joy is inside life; laughter is outside. 

Joy is half conscious only; laughter stands off and 

proceeds from the intellect. 
The lark sings because he must; 
Man laughs because he is free. 

Why does the porpoise jump out of the water, and 

splash ? 
A part of his solemn business. 
Biit the human beings crowded around his circular 

tank shook the dome with shouting laughter. 
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The porpoise obejed jou, old Unirerte; 
Bat man disobeys yoo! 

Consider us. Creation! 

Though jon bore us, though jou took patient eras 

beyond counting to create us. 
Somehow we are enough detached from you and from 

your purpose 
To look back and laugh. 

Worse than that! 

Consider how your bad children circumvent you. 

We put our fingers to our noses and wiggle them at 

you. Creation! 
We make mating sterile; 
We drink alcohol; 

We live in places of stone and steel; 
We tear our earth up and disembowel her; 
We float where we were meant to sink; 
You tliink to darken us with the ni^t, so we light 

lamps; 
You think to freese us with the cold, so we start fires; 
And our ha-ha shakes our theaters to the amazement 

of dumb heaven. 
Are we not cynical, uproarious, obscene, and 

impudent? 
Do we not proclaim ourselves the top-notch of the 

world? 
And therein are we not godly? 

Behold, though you are terrible. 

Though you shadow us over with a mysterious 

vastness. 
Though your smallest toe is as huge as the Milky 

Way, 
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And we stand just below it^ 

We laugh back and are unafraid^ and treat you at 
best as a J0II7 comrade. 

But^ dear old Universe^ it's the wickedest child that 

is the darling. 
We are your darlings^ are we not.^ 
Truly now fine impudent young gods have risen to 

companion you^ 
Yes, to transcend you^ and by transcending you^ bring 

you to new fulfilments. 



For your sublimity has bungled. 

It simply spewed out life^ chaotic^ haphazard^ 

Till by divine accidents, and out of the deadliest 

purposes^ 
We were bom: to see; to know; to take hold on 

creation; 
To laugh away fear and vastness and the doubts that 

inhibit. 
And so, with glad visions, to build up a world in the 

world. 
And shape ourselves greater. 



Laughter saves us; 

Still more than half of us is buried in the quicksands 

of the tragic universe. 
Still we suffer, slay, and are tortured; 
Still we doubt and are danmed. 
But comes the moment when we look round about at 

ourselves. 
And, seeing how absurd our own antics are, laugk 

and are healed. 



171 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



And 80 at the last the laughing animal shall save 

creation. 
Already the wizened stars must be pricking up their 

ears^ dmnfoundered^ 
To catch that raucous cackle and chortle from the 

worthless earth. 
That mirth in the trenches of the dead. 
That noise of relatives eating ham sandwiches after 

the funeral is over. 
That chuckle of the rebuilders of cities following the 

earthquake. 
That wheezing gay cough of the dying consumptiye 

over the doctor's joke. 

Come, old Uniyerse, follow the laughters! 

They are sane; they see; they shall know; they are 

ripe for adventures; 
Their daring shall bear no limit; 
Their courage is wickedly great. 
Nerved with your purpose, they rise from chaos, 

creating; 
They are out to conquer, they are out to work. 
They shall sow the skies with lau^ter. 

And now I think that your very purpose was in this: 
That your great face struggled for ages on ages to 

break in a smile. 
/]de are that smile. 

"^ So I say yes — 

Yes to the dance of feet in the spring. 
Yes to the shouts of children. 
Yes to laughter. 
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Laughter^ last of the gods^ 
And of them the greatest^ 
Yes^ say 1, and salute yon. 

The Century Magazine JameM Oppenhekn 



I WILL SEND THE COMFORTER 

April lit the apple-flower and waved it^ 

Mnsic nested on the spray^ 
Loudly called the lookout bird through rainbows. 

Earth was curving into May. 

In that hour the light from hillside orchards 

Pierced me, and the heavens about 
Opened, and before intenser burning. 

Fire by fire myself went out. 

Flashing seas beyond the melted skymark 

Sang beneath another dome; 
There my vision sailed to breathless knowledge. 

Sailed and found and drew back home. 

Peace was in me from the starry motion. 

Then this breast bore One divine. 
At Life's marriage feast the hidden Lover, 

Master of the water and wine. 

Through this flesh his suns of power and beauiy 
Warned the moaning worlds to song; 

Bread and healing from my broken body 
Fed the sky-bewildered throng. 

Oh, my spirit would have freed earth's music. 
Radiant, captive, yearning, mute; 
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Swift I plucked and held ap apple branches. 
Signals of the ripened fruit 

But the morning fell as leaves around me. 

And the clay unpurified 
Mocked me, scourged me, till the dove-like glorj 

Vanished from my wounded side. 

Broken apple branches reaching sunward. 

Distant sea and no sail spread. 
These remain, and clouds above the hillside. 

And the multitude unfed. 

Yet my heart had found on one far island 
Where the high dream dipped its prow. 

Arrowy odors of immortal apples. 
Raining from a golden bough. 

Flame that led me in that hour of marvel. 

Shall we ever win again 
Past the sea-line to the fruit and bring it 

Glorious for the hearts of men? 

Helmsman, lover, I am empty-handed. 

Silent, empty, year on year. 
But through aU the skies my longing rises. 

Longing, longing. Will you hear? 

The Comforter Speak$: 
My beloved, I have never left you. 

Through your breath I breathe the night. 
Through your veins my pulses flow in darkness. 

But in deeper worlds is light. 

Deep within you sweep the burning splendors 
Brighter than your gaze can bear; 
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There I watch among the dawns within yon. 
Sky on sky is folded there. 

There I see the outward heavens open 

As the inner heavens unfold; 
There^ in tidal lights eternal islands 

Orb the ever-living gold. 

On those inward shores are fountains lifting 

Powers and suns of endless might; 
Songs of birth and gleams of dancers dancing 

Wash the ripening worlds with light. 

Inward branches bear those fires of marvel 

Slowly in the lonely clay. 
Whoso suffers for my flame shall slowly 

Find me in the inner day. 

Wanderers deepening to those bright horizons 

Hidden by the bosom's wall^ 
Slowly as through music long forgotten 

Reach me and remember all. 

Lonely one in silences unyielding, 

I am there whom tears conceal; 
After victories I am in the stillness. 

Underneath despairs I heal. 

Whoso suffers for my vision to bring it starlike 

Earthward out of dream at last. 
Bears the fruit and deepens homeward from the 
darkness. 

Holy sailor of the starry vast. 

The New Republic Bidgelif Torrence 
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CINQUAINS 



TRIAD 

These be 

Three silent things: 

The falling snow . . . the hour 

Before the dawn • . . the month of one 

Just dead. 

u 

MOON-SHADOWS 

StiU as 

On windless nights 

The moon-cast shadows are> 

So still will be my heart when I 

Am dead. 

lu 

SUSANNA AND THE ELDERS 

"Why do 

You thus devise 

Evil against her? " " For that 

She is beautiful^ delicate; 

Therefore." 

nr 

NIGHT WINDS 

The old 

Old winds that blew 

When chaos was, what do 

They tell the clustered trees that I 

Should weep? 
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AMAZB 

I know 

Not these hands 

And yet I think there was 

A woman like me once had hands 

Like these. 

VI 
THE WARNING 

Just now. 

Out of the strange 

StiU dusk ... as strange, as still . . • 

A white moth flew. . . . Why am I grown 

So cold.J^ 

Others: A Magazine of the New Verne 

Adelaide Crapsey 

MASTERY 

I would not have a god come in 
To shield me suddenly from sin. 
And set my house of life to rights; 
Nor angels with bright burning wings 
Ordering my earthly thoughts and things; 
Rather my own frail guttering lights 
Wind-blown and nearly beaten out. 
Rather the terror of the nights 
And long sick groping after doubt. 
Rather be lost than let my soul 
Slip vaguely from my own control — 
Of my own spirit let me be 
In sole though feeble mastery. 

The Bellman Sara Teaedale 

177 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



TWELVE GOOD MEN AND TRUE 

The TUBty key has whined in the lock^ the ricketj 
door is fast; 

They are shut inside with their irksome joh^ left to 
themselves at last. 

A dozen chairs^ and a rough deal boards and a cur- 
tain hung askew — 

And here they'll bide till they can decide, the twelve 
good men and true. 

A prisoned bee in the hot sunlight hums on an upp^ 

pane. 
His low monotonous mumble set to a garrulous grim 

refrain — 
"Guilty or not?" "Guilty or not?" The heavy 

hours lurch by. 
They nick the table with idle knives, and shift their 

quids and sigh. 

JEonM gone, when the new-turned world rolled to the 

brink of tpace. 
Out of a Mtorm of ftar^uMt hurled to Hm appointed 

place — 
The great Lord God that fashioned it spake in the 

Trinitif, 
(Surely a thunder shook the skies,) Let Us make 

man, said He, 

Up in the dusty jury room the frantic bee falls dumb; 
A yawning watcher seals its doom with the flick of 

a calloused thumb. 
"Guilty or not?" "Guilty or not?" They fidget 

with their trust — 
A freeman soon, or, in a moon, a dangling sack of 

dust? 
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£leyen in line; one lagging back^ an old saw in his 

head^ 
Let Us make man, let Us make man , . . something 

the Lord God said. 
Scrape of a chair^ thump of a boot; he feels for his 

hat with a frown; 
** Have it your way, I've said my say. Look ye, the 

sun is down ! " 

JEons gone, with His own strong hands and by His 

own strange plan. 
Back in the red, dim dawn of time, brooding. He made 

Him man. 
In His own splendid image wrought; then, when the 

frame was whole. 
Breathed in his nostrils the breath of life, dnd lo, a 

living soul! 

The rusty key has groaned in the lode, a scuffling 

tread's on the stair; 
The wise judge offers his hooded ear. His words 

drop slow and spare: 
** Hanged by the neck till dead," speaks he. Make 

way and let them through — 
They're tired, now, and they want their tea, the 

twelve good men and true! 

Boston Transcript Nancy Byrd Turner 



AT THE OLD LADIES' HOME 

There in a row of chairs upon the porch 

I saw them, women alien from the world, 

Spt in a niche to watch the world go by: 

A few, bom saints . • . but some had outworn sin; 
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Sisters at last, from haTing done with life. 

Here Joan of Arc, grown past her soldier-dream^ 
And Marianme, spared her Herod's wrath. 
Forgetting Herod, gossiped for an hour; 
While calm Francesca, once knowing Paolo's love^ 
Sat knitting peaceful in the noonday son. 
And Nicolette, with Aucassin long gone. 
Made painful writing with a wrinkled hand. 

" Ah, let me die," I prayed, ** before the glow 
Shall leave my body, and before my tears 
Shall buy me patience; take me while I feel 
The lure-of-things that blesses with its hurt — 
Dear God, give me not age ! " (For I would keep 
You in my heart of hearts • . • for whose sad eyes 
These lines are set, O Dearest ... to the last.) 

Just then, among the many faces there, 
I glimpsed a face most delicate and pale 
And very lovely with that wistfulness 
In which the shadows of long sorrow lie; 
Meeting my look, she smiled, and, with that smile. 
Somehow the lilacs by the iron fence. 
The plumed grass brushing low across the path. 
Brought back to me an afternoon in May 
And a sweet garden where I sometimes played 
When I fared forth in gingham pinafore: 
I saw Another (dead so many years. 
Her name I could not in that hour recall) : 
Old she had been as ashes in a jar 
She kept upon a high, old-fashioned chest 
In an old-fashioned room in her still house . • . 
Now I remembered with what passionate warmth 
A cheek had once been pressed against my cheek. 
What frail and trembling arms had lifted me 
To touch that silvery dust within the jar. 
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Perhaps it is God's will I shall grow old 

And none may read beneath my quietness . . • 

Gardens in May^ or any memory 

Of you! And yet for very shame to-night 

I change my prayer, and ask for strength to live. 

The Bellman Buth Guthrie Harding 



SONG 

I make my shroud, but no one knows. 
So shimmering fine it is and fair. 
With stitches set in even rows. 
I make my shrond, but no one knows. 

In doorway where the lilac blows. 
Humming a little wandering air, 
I make my shroud, and no one knows. 
So shimmering fine it is and fair. 

The Century Magazine Adelaide Crapeey 



THE CLERK 

" Two and two are four, four and three are seven " — 
That is all that he can say where he sits in Heaven; 
" Two and two are four, four and three are seven " — 
Through the long celestial day. 

" Two and two are four, four and three are seven " — 
Once he used to sing it down the halls of Heaven; 
" Work is hard but there's an answer. 
Far ahead great things are waiting, 
I will add the magic Figures, 
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I will seek the gleaming Balance — 
I will win the Master's praise." 

** Two and two are foor^ four and three are seven "- 

Not so careful now in the place of Heaven; 

" Work is good but there is pleasure, 

I am young with time before me — 

O bright angel, from the shops of Heaven, 

Dance awhile, the Harper's playing — 

Drink the rainbow wine with me ! " 

" Two and two are four, four and three are seven "- 

Then he only droned it on his stool in Heaven; 

" Work is bread and bread is living. 

Little mouths grow very hungry 

In the rooms of Paradise — 

She must wear a golden feather 

When she walks along the sky." 

** Two and two are four, four and three are seven ' - 

Just a whisper now through the walls of Heaven; 

" O I can not find the^ error. 

Can not strike the gleaming Balance — 

All the magic's out of Figures, 

All the wonder out of loving. 

And the Master has no praise." 

*' Two and two are four, four and three are seven "- 
Still he mutters on at the books of Heaven — 
" Work is bread and bread is living " — 
Through the long celestial day. 

Contemporary Verse Scudder MiddUton 
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WE WHO WERE LOVERS OF LIFE 

(Chorus from ••Persephone in Hades" in **Thc Story 
of Eleusis") 

We who were lovers of life^ who were fond of the 
hearth and the homeland. 
Gone like a drowner's cry borne on the perilous 
wind^ 
Gone from the glow of the sunlight^ now are in exile 
eternal ; 
Strangers sit in the place dear to ns once as our 
own. 

Happy are they; and they know not we were as 
strangers before them; 
Nay^ nor that others shall come: Knowledge be- 
longs to the dead. 
Life is so rich that the living look not away from 
the present; 
Eyes that the sun made blind learn in the dusk to 
see. 

Once we had friends, we had kindred; all of us now 
are forgotten. 
All but the hero-kings, lords of the glory of war; 
These with the founders of cities, live for a little in 
stories 
Told of the deeds they did, not of the men that 
they were. 

Those who were mighiy but linger, shadowy forms 
in a legend; 
Never the minstrel's tale tells what they were to 
their wives. 
None on the lips of remembrance live as their chil- 
dren knew them; 
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Merged in the darkness kings rank with the record* 
less dead. 

Whether our lifetime brought to us jo j. or the burden 
of sorrowj 
Whether in youth or age, all when we come from 
the earth 
Clinging to memories wander slow through the 
shadowless meadows. 
Dash from the proffered cup Lethe's obliyious 
draught. 

Long are the years and uncounted passed in the sea- 
sonless twilight 
Thinking of things that were, feeling the ache of 
regret; 
Slowly the echoes fade and the homeland hills are 
forgotten: 
Over the flame-swept waste waters of healing are 
poured. 

Lovers of action, lovers of sunlight, rovers of ocean. 

Shepherds, tillers of earth, yea, at the last we forget. 

Longer a woman remembers words that were uttered 

in moonlight. 

Girlhood's vision and dream, pitiful things of the 

home. 

Here by the rivers of Hades; Phlegethon, Acheron, 

Lethe, 
Wisdom comes, and the dead judge what they did 

with their lives: 
Never the clustering vineyard yielded to any its 

fulness — 
Ah, but the children here playing their desolate games ! 

The Poetry Review of America Louii F. Ledoux 

184 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE YEAK BOOK 

OF AMERICAN POETRY 

1916 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



INDEX OF POETS AND POEMS 

PUBLISHED IN AMERICAN MAGAZINES 
OCTOBER 1916 — SEPTEMBER 1916 

The oiUritki before the tUlee indicate the poeme of dii^ 
timction which appeared in the pubUeaitione of the year. 

Anon. Me Tbiplbx, Beedy*e Mirror, Nov. 96, '15; * Chbut 
iv Flakdebs, The Outlook, July 96; Ik a Downtown 
Pabk, Beedy'e Mirror, Nov. 96, *16; James Whitcomb 
RiLET, Dkd July 99, 1916, The Bellman, July 99; 
*Memoey: a RoNnEL, Beedy'e Mirror, Nov. 96, '16; 
MoNOLpouE Pensif, Beedy'e Mirror, Nov. 96, '15; Neu- 
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America, July. 
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Oct., '15. 

Adams, J. Donald, Fines, The Bellman, May 13. 

Adams, Robert N., Who Plants a Tbee, The Youth'e Com- 
panion, May 4. 
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*Boabdman and Coffin, Poetry Journal, Dec, '15; 
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Journal, June; * Movement fbom a Symphony, The 
Century, Sept.; *Rok and Mubbay, Poetry Journal, 
Dec, '15; * Violet Moobe and Bebt Moobe, Poetry 
Journal, Dec, '15; ZmwBA, Poetry Journal, Dec, '15. 

Alkins, Carroll, Good to walk the Wobld With, Scribner^e 

Magazine, Feb. 
Akins, Zoe, * The Stagnant Pool, Beedy'e Mirror, Feb. 18. 
Aldington, Richard, At Night, Poetry Journal, Nov., '15; 

Dawn, Poetry Journal, Nov., '15; *Ixaoi8, Poetry: 
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A Magazine of Ver$€, Oct, '15; * lMAon» Poetry Review 
of America, Aug.; * Ikabticulate Gbief, Poetry Review 
of America, Aug.; Night Pnci, Poetry Journal, Nov., 
'15. 

Aldis, Maiy, ♦ A Little Gibl, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
May; BABunaiBS, Los Angelee Oraphio, Mar. 25; * Foa- 
WAiD SiKOiKo, Loe Angelee Graphic, Apr. 1; *Th« 
BABBEa Shop, The Maeeee, Apr.; * Thk Beoikkiko of 
THE JouEKET, Los AngcUe Graphic, June 10; Watch* 
EB8, Loe Angelee Graphic, May 6. 

Alexander, Hartley B., * The Flowee of Lote, Midland: A 
Magazine of the Middle Weet, June; The Teenches, 
Midland: A Magazine of the Middle Weet, Mar. 

'Allan, Marguerite Butler, Inhecisiok, Smart Set, May. 

Allen, Percival, '* Fatheb," Contemporary Veree, June; The 
Statue of Libeett, Contemporary Verse, July; *The 
Wixn-GoDS, Contemporary Veree, Feb.; Those Who 
Mouek, Contemporary Veree, Sept. 

'Anderson. W. H., Ephemeeal Mahvel of the Aoe of Light 
(Panama Pacific Exposition, 1915), Loe Angelee 
Graphic, Dec 4, '15; Midsummer Night Stoem, Loe 
Angelee Graphic, Jan. 29; Muh Lemok Culleed Quteek, 
Los Angelee Graphic, June 17; Race-Geitoebxd Hate, 
Loe Angelee Graphic, Feb. 12; The Piaythiko, Loe 
Angelee Graphic, Apr. 99; To a Kiitoly CEmc (My- 
self), Loe Angelee Graphic, Feb. 12. 

Antholo, Lydia Bradt, Filuko the Cup, Poetry Review of 
America, July; Heavy Rain, Poetry Review of Amer- 
ica, July; NuNo Scio Quid Sit Amor, Poetry Review of 
America, Aug. 

Armstrong, Hamilton Fish, *CoMPLAnrrE de Rekaud, 
Scribner'e Magazine, Aug. 

Ashfield, Fred R., The Father, The Masses, M&j. 

B. J. O., The Hnxs of Cauforkia, Los Angeles Graphic, 
Feb. 19. 

B., W. L., Prayer whek War is Near, Los Angelee 
Graphic, July 8. 

Bacon, Leonard, *Ak Afterkook is Artillery Walk, 
Contemporary Verse, Mar.; The Hard Road, Contemn * 
porary Verse, Apr. 

Baker, Karle WUson, *At the Picture Show, The Tale 
Review, Oct; * Good Company, Poetry Review of Amer- 
ica, June; The House Mother, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Nov., '15. 
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Banningy George Huglv Foioet-me-kot, Lom Angel09 
Oraphie, July. S9; Life ik Darkkess, Lom Angeles 
Oraphic, Sept ^; Little Things^ Los Ang^leM Oraphie, 
May SO; My Soko, Los AngeUs Graphic, Jan. ^; Off 
THE Reef, Los AngeUs Graphic, Jan. 22; Fdlot of the 
Night Watch, Los Angeles Graphic, Feb. 6; Pbemoki- 
TioK, Los Angeles Graphic, Feb. 19; Sad Waves, Los 
Angeles Graphic, Sept 2; Soxtl by the Sea of Time, 
Los Angeles Graphic, Aug. 5; SuKaisE ok the Oceah, 
Los Angeles Graphic, Aug. 5; The Calm, Los Angeles 
Graphic, Mar. 18; The Flyiko Merman, Los Angeles 
Graphic, Jan. 22; To Walt Whitman, Los Angeles 
Graphic, Apr. 1; Ukeueue, Los Angeles Graphic, Fd). 
5; ** Yov," Los Angeles Graphic, Mar. 2&. 

Barrett, Wilton Agnew, A Dead Man, Contemporary Verse, 
Apr.; A New England Church, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Oct, '16; Adam, Contemporary Verse, Mar.; 
John Cord, The Masses, May; Pictures, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Oct, '15; That Night I Danced, 
The Forum, Feb.; The Dwellers, The Forvm, Dec, '15; 
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Barrington, Pauline B., A Day of Teees, Los Angeles 
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10; At the Symphony Concert, Los Angeles Graphic, 
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30; Carnival, Los Angeles Graphic, Jan. 1; Cubes and 
Cones, Los Angeles Graphic, Jan. 15; Ice Skaters, Los 
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Mar. 18; The Casement Door, Los Angeles Graphic, 
Mar. 4; Toy Guns, The Masses, May; Vionetibs, Los 
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Barry, Iris, Domestic, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July; 
Double, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July; Enough 
Has Been Said cnp Sunset, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, July; Impression, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
July; Impression, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July; 
Study, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July; The Fuedg- 
UNO. Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July; Town-Mouse, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, July. 
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July; *TuE Liobtuouib, Tk0 YaU B9vi$w, July; *To 
SiouBD» 8erihn0r'$ MagaxiM, May; Wurof, Tk0 TaU 
BevUw, July. 

Beach, Joseph Warren, * Ltxch Law, Th§ B0llman, Jan. 8; 
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Oct, '15. 

Beard, Theresa Virginia, Ik a Gabdek, The Bellman, Jan. 1. 

Becker, Charlotte, Echo, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
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Beers, Henry A., Thk PAtrcBi Babs, The Tale Beview, Jan. 

BeUows, Henry Adams, After Sunset ik the Rockies, The 
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Bellman. Apr. 8. 

Ben^ Laura, *Petbe: Philosophee and Goosebot, Con- 
temporary Verse, Feb.; The Elf-Bot, Contemporary 
Verse, Feb.; The Quest, Contemporary Verse, Feb.; To 
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Ben^ Stephen Vincent, Aftee Phabsaua, Poetry Journal, 
Oct, '15; *The Hemp: A Viboinia Legend, The Cen- 
tury, Jan. 

Bendt, William Rose. A Ballad of Fontainebleau, Con- 
temporary Verse, May; A Tapee of Incense, Beedy's 
Mirror, Apr. 14; *Bibth, Beedy's Mirror, Feb. 11; 
I AM the Rebel, Poetry Journal, July; *Mad Blake, 
Beedy's Mirror, Oct 1, '15; ♦"Man with Pigeons," 
The Century, Apr.; Michelangelo in the Fish- 
Market, Contemporary Verse, Jan.; Night-Motobing, 
The Century, Feb.; On Sunday, The Century, May; On 
the Decay of the Toy Theatbe, Contemporary Verse, 
June; Smoke, The Century, Mar.; Revolution, The 
Masses, Jan.; The Hebetic, Harper's Magazine, Nov., 
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Apr.; The Push Cabt, Contemporary Verse, Sept; 
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REuauABY, Contemporary Verse, Mar.; The Telephone 
Booth, Beedy's Mirror, Mar. 17; ♦The Vabibty 
House, Poetry Journal, July; Ubania in Ambush, 
Smart Set, Nov., '15. 
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The Masses, Apr.; The Boy who Refused to Go to 
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of the New Verse, Jan. 

Braithwaite, William Stanley, The Mysteet, Scribner^s 
Magazine, Oct., '15. 
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^UTT^ J^&ne, '* Nigger Tilly," The Masses, Apr. 
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Q^^ igazine of the New Verse, Sept. 

iijj^^ A MocKiNG-BiKD, Poetry: A Magazine of 
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V0n0, Sept; •Tmtt Soiro, T*# Fomm, Oct, '15; ♦ A 
Thbush tm the Moovught, Po0try: A Magazm^ of 
V$r$0, Sept; An thx Touch of You, Po4try: A Uagu^ 
x^ of Veri0, Sept; Ecoo Homo^ Po0try: A Uagaxim$ 
of Ver$0, Sept; ♦Hi Brought ui Clovke Leaves, 
Po0try: A Magazim of V€r$; Sept; How Cak I Know 
You All? Th§ B^Uman, Mar. 11; 1 Have Had the 
NiOHT, Smart 80t, Feb.; * Ik Love, The Bellman, Nov. 
6» '16; Ik Makt Steeeti, Poetry Journal, Apr.; 
NiAOAEA OK THE Lake, Harpei^$ Weekly, Jan. 1 ; * The 
Dead Look, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Sept; The 
£abth-Cla8P, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Sept; 
The Eyes of Dawk, The Forum, Aug.; The Oldest 
House Ik Geeksioke, Contemporary Verse, Mar.; 
*To No Oke Ik Pabticulae, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Sept; To Oke Without Wouc, The Masses, 
Mar.; *Two Choeusbs feom **Iphioekia ik Taueu," 
The Forum, Nov., '15; * What aee the Rules of the 
New Poetey? The Bellman, Feb. 19; Wisdom, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Sept; World's Ekd, The Masses, 
Sept 
Byrne, Donn, Reveil, Smart Set, Oct, '15; The Kikgdom 
OF Thule, Smart Set, Dec., '15. 

Campbell, Joseph, At Harvest, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Mar.; Ok Walxiko, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Mar. 

Campbell, Nancj, The Magic, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Dec, '15. 

Cann^U, Kathleen, Elusiok, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, Jan. 

Cann^ll, Skipwith, Ikoks, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, Feb.; Scork, The Little Review, June-July; The 
Deeper Scork, The Little Review, June-July; Wokder- 
SoKG, The Little Review, June-^uly. 

Carducd, Giosu^, Ca Ira Sikkata, Trans, from the Italian 
by Laura FuBerton Gilbert, Poet Lore, Summer No. 
'16. 

Carman, Bliss, * A Measure of Heavek, Everybody's Maga- 
zine, Dec, '15; 'A Threkodt, Scribner's Magazine, 
Jan.; At Twilight, Smart Set, Dec, '15; Fireflies, 
Everybody's Magazine, Oct, '15; Spook River Ak- 
THOLOGT, The Forum, Jan.; The Homestead, The Cen- 
tury, Feb.; *The Worij> Voices, Harpet^s Magazine, 
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Nov^ '16; •WiKTBE Twilight, Youth's ContptmUm, 
Dec 90, 'IS. 

Carman, Miriam, CHAurr, Seribner'i Magazins, Mar. 

Carrick, Alice V., Twilight, Touth'9 Companion, May 4. 

Cavallotti, Felice, Thof Shalt Not, (Trans, from the 
Italian by Margaret E. N. Fraser), Poet Lore, New 
Year's No. 

Cawein, Madison, Matiks, The Bellman, Aug. 12; Thx 
Dead Child, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, June; The 
LoKELT LtAini, Scrihner's Magazine, Dec '15; The 
SouKD OF Raik, Soribner'e Magazine, June; *The 
Wood Brook, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, June. 

Cech, Svatopluk, Sokos of the Slave (Trans, from the Bo- 
hemian by Otto Kotone), Poet Lore, New Year's No. 
'16. 

Chadwick, J. C, * November Suk, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Nov., '15. 

Chamberlayne, Lewis Parke, * Leaves from the Aktholoot, 
The Century, January. 

Cheff, Gladys Briggs, Old, The Century, August 

* Cheney, John Vance, John Muir (1839-1914), Los Angeles 
Graphic, February 9; The Ditch, Los Angeles Graphic, 
March 95; The Fallbk (In Memoriam, May SO), Los 
Angeles Graphic, May ^. 

Cheyney, E. Ralph, I, A Mikor Poet, The Masses, May. 

Child, Oscar C. A., A Wish, Harper's Magazine, January; 
The Choice, Harper's Magazine, July. 

Citiseness, Coktra Oftioit, Beedy's Mirror, May 96, 

Clark, B. P., Jr., Iolakthe, Smart Set, February; Noc- 
TURKE, Poetry Journal, November, 1915; The Ezcur- 
sioK Boat, Smart Set, January. 

Clark, Badger, Mt Father akd I, The Century, March; 
The Bad Lakds, The Bellman, January 29; *The 
LoKG Wat, The Century, October, 1915. 

dark, Martha Haskell, The LirruE Road, Youth's Com- 
panion, March 9. 

Ckghom, Sarah N., *A Greek Mouktaik Gardek, Scrib' 
ner's Magazine, June; Air Ikclosed Nuk, The Century, 
January; * Akd Thof Too America, The Masses, June; 
*But This is Also EvERLAsniro Life, Everybody's 
Magazine, December, 1915; * Poison-, The Century, 
March; Sfruto nr Vermokt, Everybody's Magazine, 
ApriL 
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Cloud, Virginia Woodward, II MAxnmo^ The CenUuty, Oc- 
tober, 1916. 

Clover, Madge, Bikeath ths Pbaieis, Los Angeles Oraphie, 
April 99; "^Daxci Nioib,'* Los Angeles Orapkie, May 
16; Ik Cabmbl Bat, Los Angeles Oraphic, April 1; 
The Diseet (Song Cycle for one Voice), Los Angeles 
Oraphie, February 6. 

Coates, Florence Earle, * Cheirmas Bvb, The Bellman, Dec 
95, '15; Beateicb Bepobb Death, Ok Reaoikg Sheit 
LET*8 '^CEKa," Minaret, June. REauiEM foe a Youko 
SoLDiEE, Seribner's Magassine, Nov., '15; To Oke Ik 
Hospital Pekt, Harper's Magazine, July. 
- Colcord, Lincoln, These Datb, Poetry Review of America, 
July; You Who Love Me, Poetry Journal, Apr. 

Collier, Miriam de Ford, A Speikg Sokg, Trimmed Lamp, 
May; The Sikoiko Mokth, The Masses, Feb. 

Colt, Francis, Ballad op Me. Moboak's Collectiok, Con- 
temporary Verse, Feb.; Pobxeait, Contemporary Verse, 
Feb.; The Peophet, Contemporary Verse, May; To 
Oke Passikg, Contemporary Verse, July. 

Colum, Padraic, The Exile, Everybody's, June. 

Conkling^ Elsa, * Summeetime, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, July. 

Conkling, Grace Hazard, Refugees, Belgium, 1914, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Nov., '15; The Little Rose ik 
the Dust, My Deae, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Nov., '15; *To the Schookee Casco, Deae to R. L. S. 
(Remodelled for the Fishing Trade of the Pacific 
Coast), Poetry Review of America, Aug. 

Coi^ling^ Hilda, *Sokgs, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
July. 

Cook, Amory Hare, A Wish, Contemporary Verse, Mar.; Ik 
Youth, Harper's Magazine, June; Oveehead, Contem- 
porary Verse, Feb.; To-Day, Contemporary Verse, Jan. 

Cooke, Edmund Vance, God is a Democeat, The Forum, 
Aug.; They Who Know, Reedy's Mirror, Dec. 7, '15. 

Coole, Ralph, Night ok the Hills, Los Angeles Oraphic, 
June 10; Two Baby Shoes, Los Angeles Oraphic, 
Jan. 99. 

Cooley, Julia, Ektity, Contemporary Verse, May; Ik a 
CoKBJDcm OF Statues (Chicago Art Institute), Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Mar.; Speikg Sobbow, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Mar. 

Cooper, BeUe, At Chttech, Los Angeles Oraphie, June 10; 
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EvEKflOKOy Los AngeUs Oraphie, June 17; Ous Soldiebi 
Dead, Los AngeUs Graphic, June 3; * Plu) Patsia, Los 
Angeles Oraphie, June 94; The Vision, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, July 12; To a Mockiko-bibd^ Los Angeles 
Oraphie, Sept 93. 

Corbin, Alice, Appabitioks, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Jan.; Color Notes, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; 
♦Music, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; *Oke 
Cmr Okly, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; * Sokg, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; The Pool, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Jan. 

Craig, Abbie, *Whek Doctoe Bbouoht Home His Cak, 
Youth's Companion, May 95; •When the Pipee 
Called, Youth's Companion, July 90. 

Crapsey, Adelaide, * Amaze, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, March; *DiBaE, The Century, February; ♦Fate 
Defied; Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, March; 
•Madness, The Century, February; • Moon-Shadows, 
Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, March; * Night 
Winds, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, March; 
•November Night, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, March; •Reuase, Others, A Magazine of the 
New Verse, February; Rose-Mahib of the Angels* 
The Century, February; * Song, The Century, February; 

• Susanna and the Eldebs, Others, A Magazine of the 
New Verse, March; • The Guabded Wound, Others, A 
Magazine of the New Verse, March; •The Wabnino, 
Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, March; 
•Tbapped, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, 
March; TEiad, Oth$rs, A Magazine of the New Verse, 
February; •Winteb, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, March; •Youth, Others, A Magazine of the 
New Verse, March. 

Crew, Helen Coale, •A Grace Before Reading, The Out- 
look, January 96. 

Crocker, M. E., In a Waixed Gabden, Contemporary Verse, 
August; •One Captive, The New Republic, November 
90, 1915. 

D., H., Late Spbing, Little Review, January-February; 

• Night, Little Review, January-February. 

Daley, Edith, • A Blessed Isle, Los Angeles Graphic, Feb- 
ruary 96; A Feab, Los Angeles Graphic, February 19; 
A Valbntinb, Los Angeles Graphic, February 19; As 
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Lbaf akd Feuit, Lo9 Angeles Orapkie, Febnuuy 19 i 
MoovPATHs, Lo9 Angelei Orapkie, May d7; The Rxd 
Ron, Lo9 Angeles Graphic, Febnuuy 96; Thi Sbcir 
Way» Los Angeles Graphic, April 99; The Valut*s 
Ceowk, Los Angeles Graphic, May SO. 

Dalton, Mary Lee, The Faiet out of the Book, Youth's 
Companion, Febraary 17; The Libeett Bell, Youth's 
Companion, June 99; The Lraru Flags, Youth's Com- 
panion, Maj 95; The New Leaf, Youth's Companion, 
January 6. 

D'Annunaio^ Gabriel, Os a Fiouee of Feance Ceucified 
(Fainted by Romaine Bodes), from the Italian by 
Laura Fullerton Gilbert, Poet Lore, New Yearns Num- 
ber, 1916. 

Darlow, Gertrude, A Littib Psalm, Los Angeles Graphic, 
February 5; Sokg, Los Angeles Graphic, January 15; 
The Seceet, Los Angeles Graphic, April 99. 

Dauthendey, Max, The Houes Must Die, trans, from 
the German by £. B., Minaret, June. 

Davies, Mary Carolyn, AMBmoK, Contemporary Verse, 
June; * Blood, Poet Lore, Spring Number, 1916; 
*Cloi8teeed, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, December, 
1915; CoLiEGE, The Masses, July; 'FaAm Stabs, 
Youth's Companion, March 9; Iktuitiok, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, December, 1915; Latbe Sokgs, Nos. 
it* iv,* Others, A Magazine of the Nev> Verse, April; 
Refoem, Poet Lore, New Year's Number, 1916; Sokgs, 
Poetry Journal, February; The Death Watch, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, December, 1915; The 
Deeam Beabee, The Masses, July; The Makees, Poet 
Lore, New Year's Number, 1916; The Sleepee, Cour 
temporary Verse, June; The Swoed, Contemporary 
Verse, May; The Whj), Wild Swans, Poetry Journal, 
February; To the Women of England^ The Masses, 
April; Youkgee than Speikg is She, Contemporary 
Verse, May. 

Davis, Robert H., Hic JacetI Smart Set, February. 

Dawson, Mitchell, Ik Passing, Little Review, January-Feb- 
ruary; Teeesa, Little Review, January-February; 
Thbeat, Little Review, January-February. 

De Casseres, Benjamin, The Haukted House, Others, A 
Magazine of the New Verse, May-June. 

Dean, Harriet, The Pillow, Little Review, January-Feb- 
ruary. 
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Dehmd, Richard, Soko to Mt Sov, from the German by 
£. J. 0*Brien, Poet Lore, Autumn Number, 1915. 

Delp, Caroline Mabel, Dakcb of Death ik thx Stcamobes, 
Lo$ Angeles Oraphie, August 6; Dusk ik thb CAinrox, 
Loi Angeles Oraphie, August 36; Bucaltfti, Los 
Angeles Oraphie, September 9. 

Demien, Grace Atherton, Rsveultiok, Los Angeles Oraphie, 
February 19; The RvssiAir Dakcbbs, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, July 8; The Whtosd Victort, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, February 96. 

Divine, Charles, Ik the Crrr, Smart Set, June. 

Dodd, Lee Wilson, Moeixa Dakces, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, October, 1915. 

Dodge, Louis, The Plea, Harper's Magazine, October, 1915. 

Dole, Arthur Macdonald, The Missiok Bell, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, March 18. 

Dolson, Cora A. Matson, Biecheb, Los Angeles Oraphie, 
January 1; Mt Mother, Smart Set, October, 1915; 
October Days, Smart Set, October, 1915. 

Dolson, Eugene, A Girl's Foroivekess, Smart Set, Febru- 
ary; First Love, Smart Set, December, 1915. 

D'Orge, Jeanne, .Ikvitatiok, Others, A Magazine of the 
New Verse, May-June; Legekd, Others, A Magazine 
of the New Verse, May-June; Mortautt, Others, A 
Magazine of the New Verse, May-June; Ruts, Others, 
A Magazine of the New Verse, May-June; The 
Crystal, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, May- 
June; The Meat-Press, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, May-June; The Microscope, Others, A Maga- 
zine of the New Verse, May-June; The Questiok, 
Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, May-June. 

iJransfteld, Jane, Fribkinihip's Service, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, September 9. 

Draper, Elisa Adelaide, * The Ukkkowk, Serihnef^s Maga- 
zine, January. 

Draper, John W., A Stort of Southerk Spaik, Colonnade, 
Dec., 1915; Ballet Russe, Colonnade, April; Belgia, 
Colonnade, Nov., 1915; Brussels t Aug., 1914, Colon- 
nade, November, 1915; Faery Repbktekt, Colonnade, 
May; From Fabry, Colonnade, Jan.; "Lbs Jardiks sous 
LA Pluie," Colonnade, Aug.; To Erkr Lissauer, Colon- 
node, December, 1915; To a Rosikakte, Colonnade, 
July; * Whither akd Why? Colonnade, September; 
WiTHiK Cloister Gates, Colonnade, MardL 
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Dreiser, Tlieodore, Fob ▲ Mombitt this Wivd Dibd» Smart 

8€t, May; Thet Shau. Fall as Stbipfbd Gaembitii, 

Smart 84t, May; Wood Non, Smart 8H, May; *Yb 

Tbibes, Smart S4t, May. 
Dresbach, Glenn Ward, Soko fob a Violik» Poetry: A 

Magazine of Vent, Nov^ *15. 
Dreyfus, Estelle Heartt, Fbeesia (To Mt Fatheb), Lo$ 

Ang0l09 GrapMe, Feb. ISf. 
Drinkwater, John, * Dbdicatiok to Edmukd Gosse, The Cef^ 

tury, Aug.; IxvocATioir, Poetry, A Magazine of Veree, 

Sept; SuKBisB ok Rtdaix Watcb (To £• i» S.), 

Poetry: A Magazins of Veree, Dec, '15. 
Driscc^ Marjorie Qiarles, Thb Explobbbs, 7outh*» Com^ 

panion, July 6. 
Dudley, Caroline, Chaotic Peace, Poetry: A Magaxine of 

Veree, Mar.; Cokcebkixo a Noblbxak, Poetry: A 

Magazine of Verse, Mar. 
Dudley, Dorothy, Novembeb ik the Pabk, Poetry: A Magor 

zme of Verse, Nov., '15. 
Dunbar, Aldis, Exemies, 7outh*» Companion, June 99. 
Dunorier, William Edward, '''TIS a Bleak Sea and Nioht 

Sea," Colonnade, July. 
Dunn, Florence E., The Solmeb, Youth's Companion, FfSb, 

10. 
Dunning, Ralph Cheever, The Home-<^miko, Poetry: A 

Magazine of Verse, Jan. 

Eastman, Max, A Chicago Pobtbait, The Masses, Sept.; 
Cab Wiinx>w, The Masses, Sept; * Coming to Poet, The 
Masses, Mar.; Kansas, The Masses, Sept; Paiktiko, 
The Masses, Sept; Pbotikcetown, The Masses, Sept; 
The Crrr, Contemporary Verse, Jan.; To Love, The 
Masses, Sept 

Eddy, Euili Bassett, Ik Passing, Toitth^s Companion, Jan. 6. 

Edlund, Gustave, To Patience Wobth, Beedy*s Mirror, Nov. 
19, '15. 

Edson, Charles Farrell, Sequoia Gioantba, Everybody's 
Magazine, Nov., '15. 

Eldridge, Paul, Man Sfeaks to Man, Poetry Journal, July. 

Eliot, T. S., Aunt Helen, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Oct, '15; * Convebsation Galantb, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Sept; Cousin Nancy, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Oct, '15; La Figua, Che Pianoe, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Sept; Mobnino at the Window, 
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Po$try: A Magazine of Verse, Sept; Me. Apoiustax, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Sept; The Boston Eve- 
kino TteAKscBiFT, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct, 
'15. 

EUerbe, Cecilia, Fulfilmekt, Colonnade, Nov., '15. 

Ellyson, John Regnault, A Colloquy ik Sleep, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, July. 

Endicoff, Max, The Pubuc Libraey, Others, A Magazine of 
the NeiD Verse, Jan.; The SEA-Lunnt, Others, A Magor 
zine of the New Verse, Jan.; The Subway, Others, A 
Magazine of the New Verse, Jan; The Teemikal, 
Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, Jan. 

Evans, Donald, *With Death the Ukcouth, Poetry Ee^ 
view of America. Sept 

Fahnestock, Elisabeth B., Beotheehood^ The Outlook, Nov. 
3, 15; Home Days, The Ontlook, Nov. 3, '15. 

Panning, Cecil, Eiticiekcy, Reedy's Mirror, July 21. 

Fanner, Ethel, Ik Some QimiT Gaedek, Contemporary 
Verse, July; The Bokfibe, The Trimmed Lamp, Mar. 

Farquhar, Jean, My Love, Smart 8et, Nov., '15; Sc&kb 
D'Amoub, Smart Set, June. 

Ficke, Arthur Davidson, Aecadiak Noctueke. Midland: A 
Magazine of the Middle West, July; Foe To-Day, North 
American Review, Dec, '15; *The Dakcebs, Others, A 
Magazine of Verse, Mar.; The Swobd of the Samueai, 
Midland: A Magazine of the Middle West, July. 

Field, Mary, Justice, The Masses, June. 

Finerty* Louise Foley, The Gbave, The Bellman, Mar. 18. 

Finley, John, A la Tebbb Saiktb, Scribner^s Magazine, 
Dec., '15; Whose Day Shall This Be? The Outlook, 
Sept 6. 

Firkins, O. W., To My CouKiaY, The Tale Review, Jan. 

Fisher, A. Hugh, The Tbattob, The Century, June. 

Filler, Mahlon Leonard. A Vu.la(» Gbaveyaed, The Bell- 
man, Nov. 27, '15; * Ad Fikem, Midland: A Magazine of 
the Middle West, May; Leoekd, The Bellman, Nov. 97, 
'15; To Natube, Midland: A Magazine of the Middle 
West, June; Victoey, Midland: A Magazine of the 
Middle West, Apr. 

Fiske, Isabelle Howe, * Made nr Geemaky. Poetry Journal, 
July; The House Remembees, Poetry Journal, July; 
Teade, Poetry Journal, July. 

Fitch, Anita, The Faeeies' Fool, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Aug. 
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Fitigerald, James B.» Turn iMHUiTAjrciy Poetry Review of 
America, June. 

FitiSiiiiQiis. Theodore» Ths Wutb-Pbimii, MkMret, Feb. 

Fletcher, John Goulds Cupr-Dwuxuro, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Mar.; 'Loroour, Poetry Review of America, 
Aug.; * Mexican Quabrb, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Mar.; *Popfiis or the Rjbd Yiab, The New 
Repid>Uc, Jan. 15; Powm Statiok, Poetry Journal, 
Mar.; * Raiit ik the Dbibbt, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree. Mar.; Shadowi, Poetry Journal, Mar.; *Spiikg, 
Poetry Review of America, June; The Soiro of the 
WiKD, The Trimmed Lamp, Feb.; The Speuto Pipeb, 
Poetry Journal, Mar.; The Well ur the DEfEST, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Mar. 

Flexner, Hortense, If You Had Dieih The Trimmed Lamp, 
Feb.; Lauohtee kob Love, Smart Set, Jan.; Spnr- 
DEirr, Smart Set, May. 

Flint, F. S., Chalfokt Saint Giles, Poetry Journal, Mar.; 
CoiTES, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Feb.; Evil, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Fdi).; Gloom, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Feb.; I^ebeoe, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Feb.; Wae-Time, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Feb. 

Fdey, James W., A Stoet aitbe School, Youth's Com- 
panion, May 18; •The Way op a Boy, Youth's Com- 
panion, June §f2, 

Foster, Alan S., The Upset at Couet, Youth's Companion, 
Jan. 20. 

Fox, Constance Praeger, Early Spring, Los Angeles 
Graphic, June 9^; Unrequited, Los Angeles Graphic, 
Dec. 18; Sea Song, Los Angeles Graphic, Apr. 22. 

Fox, Paul Hervey, ♦ Tobacco Ghosts, Colonnade, Oct, '15. 

Francis, Emma S., February Fourteenth, Youth's Com- 
panion, Feb. 19; Rolling Hoops, Youth's Companion, 
May 11; The Seamstress, Youth's Companion, Mar. 2. 

Frank, Florence Kiper, ** O When Will God' Come as a 
Mighty Flood,'* Poet Lore, Autumn No., '15. 

Freytag. Baroness von. The Conqueror, The Masses, June. 

Friedlaender, V. H., One Fortune op War, The Century, 
Oct., '15; Transmutation, Harper^s Magazine, J asL 

Frdding, Gustaf, The Eternal Jew, Poetry Journal, Feb. 

Frost, Robert, ♦ In the Home Stretch, The Centwry, July; 
• The Hill Wipe, The Yale Review. Apr. 
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Fuller, Heniy B^ PofTPoxiiiEKT, Pottry: A Magazine of 
Vent, Feb. 

Furgusson, A. R., iKvocATioir, Harper'n Weekly, Apr. 15; 
Thi Cm EoiTOBy Harper'e Weekly, Apr. 15; Thb Copy 
Choppeb, Harper^e Weekly, Apr. 15; The Humoust, 
Harper'e Weekly, Apr. 15; Ths Reposteb, Harper^e 
Weekly, Apr. 15; Thb Wak CouEfPoinnKT, Harper^e 
Weekly, Apr. 15. 

Garland, Robert, You, Smart Set, Jan. 

Gibson, LycUa, Gbuk Pxas, The Maeeee, Sept; Solacb, The 
Maeeee, July; The Comiko, The Maeeee, Sept.; The 
Young Gnu. with the Red Haib, The Maeeee, Mar. 

Gibson, Wilfrid Wilson, Colob, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Mar.; *Gold, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
^ Mar.; Obliviok, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Mar.; 
Tekaittb, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Mar. 

Gilbert, Morris, When I Die, Smart Set, May. 

GiUcyson, Phoebe Hunter, The Motheb, Soribner'e Maga-^ 
zine, Dec., '15. 

Gillette, Eugenia, Home Acie, Crafteman, Feb. 

Gillilan, Strickland, Sex Obuoatiok, Smart Set, July. 

Giltinan, Caroline, * The Breeze, Poetry Review of Amer- 
ica, May; To My Victeola, Poetry Journal, Dtc, '15. 

Ginsberg, Louis. Japan Nights, Contemporary Veree, Aug.; 
Satuboay Night, The Maeeee, Mar. 

Giovannitti, Arturo, The Day of the Wae, Juke 20, The 
Maeeee, Aug. 

Glaenzer, Richard Butler, L'Aec De Teiomphe, Othere, A 
Magazine of the New Veree, May-June; Fomegeakatb, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Dec, '15; * Scales, 
Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, May-June; 
* SouYExnt OF Dominica, Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, May-June; The Answer, Poetry Journal, Jan.; 
The Chasm, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Dec., '15; 
* The Sage, Poetry Journal. Jan.; * The Golden Plover, 
Poet Lore, New Year's No.; The Snare of the 
Tropics, The Century, Aug.; The Tapestry, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, Dec, '15; To Meai A Realization, 
Poetry Journal, Jan,; To Mea at Dawn, Poetry Jour- 
nal, Jan.; To an Artist, Beedy'e Mirror, Nov. 96, '15. 

Glaspell, Susan, Joe (Joseph CBrien, Died Oct. 97, 1915), 
The Maeeee, Jan. 

205 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GkMon, Harold W. Ward, ** Fnens roa PiCK'aiL,*' 7<m^M 
Companiam, Aug. 3. 

Glenday, Tom, A MnxiOK Diaih R$$d}f*9 MUrror, Jaa» 98; 
Peace, Ready's Mirror, Mar. 3. 

Going, Charles Buxton, The Path of Gumy, Bvtrybodff'i 
MagaxiM$, Mar. 

Goldringy Douglas, MAnoMKBRCs, Oth$ri, A Magazine of 
th0 N$w Verse, Jan. 

Goldsmith, Wallace, The Covtiast, Youth's Compamon, 
Feb. 94. 

Goodale, Dora Read, Apeil-otee-thb-Hill, Touih'e Com" 
panion, Apr. 13. 

Goodelel, Thomas D., Two Pom, The Tale BefHew. Apr. 

Goodloe, Abbie Carter, At t^AETuro, Scribner^e Magazine, 
Aug. 

Goodyear, Rosalie, * Costiolatiok, Poetry Bemew of Amer- 
ica, Aug. 

Gorman, Herbert S., Caput Moetuum, Poetry Journal, Feb.; 
*The Sattbs Aim the Mook, Poetry Journal, Feb.; 
Teead Softly, Time, Poetry Journal, Mar. 

Graham, Jr., Howard S., A Toast, Contemporary Verse, 
Apr.; Flowee Lote, Contemporary Verse, Feb. 

Granich, Irvin, Macdougal Steeet, The Masses, May. 

Gray, Agnes Kendrick, Ik Saxt Feeicakdo Valizt, Los 
Angeles Graphic, Sept 9; *The Shepherd to the 
Poet, Boston Transcript; To a Shamrock Gsowiko ik 
Caufoekia, Los Angeles Graphic, July 1. 

Green, William Chase, To ait Itauak Shepheed Boy, Con- 
temporary Verse, Aug. 

Greenwood, Julia Wickham. The WooDLAinis, Poet Lore, 
Summer No. 

Griffith, William, He Foboets Yvovisnt, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Sept.; *Pieeebttb Goes, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Sept; * Pieeeot akd Pierbetie at the Win- 
dow, The Bellman, Aug. 5; 'Piebbot Gives ak Ac- 
comrmro. The BeUman, Aug. 5; * Piebbot Moubks the 
Death of Piebbettb, The Bellman, Aug. 5; *The 
HoME-CoMiKO OF PiEBBZTTE, The Bcllman, Aug. 5; 
*The Pbotest of Piebbot (1914). The Bellman, Aug. 5. 

Groir, Alice, Hebm-Aphbodite-Us, Others, A Magazine of 
the New Verse, Jan. 

Gruening, Martha, Pbepabed, The Masses, Mar. 

Guiterman, Arthur, 'The Quest (A Lithuantak Folk- 
SoNo), The BeUman, Sept 30; The Retubk, Harper's 
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Magazine, Nov.» '15; I^aixiko Day, A Ballad^ 8erib^ 
ner^i Magazine, Oct, '15. 

Hagedorn, Hennann, Philemok to Baucis, Contemporary 
Veree, Mar.; The Bibthoat, Contemporary Veree, Jan.; 
The Bbideoroom Speaks (Lines fob the MAamiAOE or 
G. L. Ain> W. D. H.), Contemporary Verse, Mar.; The 
Cabaret Dakceb, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Dec, 
'15; The Clock, Contemporary Verse. Jan.; *The 
FuGinvB, North American Review, Jan.; *The Heabt 
OF Youth, The Outlook, Nov. S4, '15; Tokgues, Con- 
temporary Veree, June. 

Haines, Helen, Heb Names (Feast of the Natititt of the 
Blessed Viboik, Sept. 8th), Catholic World, Sept 

Hall, Amanda, Abtists, Smart Set, July. 

Hall, Herbert J., The £kd of the Stobm, The Bellman, 
Sept 

Hall, James Norman, * The Thbee-Pekkt Lukch, Poetry 
JEteview of America, Sept 

Hall, Ruth, The Wolf at the Doob, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Aug. 

Hanbury, Patrick C, The Humobist, The Masses, June, 

Hanley, Elizabeth, Abbiyal, Contemporary Verse, Aug.; 
Little Roads, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Hanlon, John, A Soko of a Southebk Islaio), Smart Set, 

/ July. 

Hansgen, Mattie Lee, The Magic Key, YovAh's Companion, 
Dec 93, '15. 

Harding, Ruth Guthrie, *At the Old Ladies' Home, The 
Bellman, Oct 16, '15; O Mabt ik Tht Cleab Youko 
Eyes, The BeUman, Dec 18, '15. 

Harmon, Mark, The Joubket, Harper^s Weekly, Jan. 99. 

Harrison, Kendall, Ok a Hill-Top, Reedy* s Mirror, Feb. 18; 
The HEBrrAGE, Reedy's Mirror, Jan. 91; * To a Dead 
SoLDiEB, Eliot Literary Magazine, Jan. 1. 

Hastings, Wells, * iDEKTmr, The Century, Apr. 

Hauptman, Gerhardt, The F(»t, trans, from the German by 
L. M. Kneffner, Poet Lore, New Year's No. 

Hawsby, Florence, The Tea Pabtt, Youth's Companion, 
Mar. 19; The Sakd Box, Youth's Companion, Mar. 30. 

Hayne, William Hamilton, The Volukteeb. Scribner^s 
Magazine, Jan. 

Head, Henry, I Cakkot Stand A2n> Wait, The Yale Re- 
view, Apr. 
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Helbarn, neresa, Fbsiiia, C<nU0mporafy V^n; Aug.; 
RBfUBUcnoM, 8mart Set, Dec^ *15; Thb Atiaskw, Tk» 
B$Umtm, Feb. 19. 

Herder, Suiette, To ▲ Flowib, Poetry: A Uagmine of 
Vor»§, May. 

Herford, Oliver, BBiTAinriA Saltaikix, Harper'i WeMy, 
Dec 18; *To ▲ Fuu, The Century, June; *To ▲ Gold 
Fmh, The Century, Nov., '15; • To a Liom, The Century, 
Dec, '15; * To thb Ciocodiib, The Century, Mar. 

Herford, Will, That God Maob, The Maeeee, Feb. 

Hersejr, Harcdd, A Baluld or Memouh, Minaret, May; 
Dimxusioir, Snuurt Set, July; Silhoubtim or thb Citt, 
Minaret, Mar.; Silhoubttbi or thb Cirr, Minaret, Jan.; 
To Okb Oldbb, Smart Set, Jan. 

Hervey, John L., *Gu Coitoottibbi, Colonn ad e, Oct, '15; 
* RuHKiKO Watbb, Beedy** Mirror, Mar. 10; Socbatbi, 
Reedy* 9 Mirror, Feb. 4; Thb Namelbm Okb, Gbttti- 
BUBO Cbmbtbby, U. S. a., a Sonnet for Menunrial Day, 
Beedy'e Mirror, May 96; Thb Pabthbkok, Reedy's Mir- 
ror, Nov. »6, '15; Walt Whitman (Inspired by a Whit- 
man Fellowship Banquet), Beedy'e Mirror, Dec 7, '15. 

Hewitt, Stephen H., Glasiokbubt, Vobu Pabta QmBs, The 
Forum, Feb. 

Hill, Elisabeth, To Littlb Apbh, Touth'e Compemion, Apr. 
13. 

Hills, Elijah Clarence, Sfakibh Gbavbs, Poetry Journal, 
Mar. 

Hillyer, Robert Silliman, *To a Scabtjitti Pambfibd, The 
New Bep^lie, Feb. 26. 

Hinchman, Walter S., Autumn Bt thb Sba, Contemporary 
Verse, Jan. 

Hoffman, Phoebe, Thb FBbioht Yabds, Contemporary Veree, 
July; Thb Locket. Contemporary Veree, Jan. 

Holden, Emery May, Ambbica, The Outlook, July 96. 

Holley, Horace, *Ou)as Patch, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Apr.; * Divikatioks, Others, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, May-nJune; Dubino Music, Poetry Journal, 
Apr.; Fobewobd, Poetry Journal, Apr.; • Ikvocatiok, 
The Forum, June; Ltfb, The Forum. June; *Obchabd^ 
Ths Forum, June; Rbcbssiok, Poetry Journal, Apr. 

Holt, Isabella, * Lamekt, The Trimmed Lamp, Mar. 

Hol£, Amo, Thb Soko, trans, from the German by L. M. 
Kneffner, Poet Lore, Spring No. 
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Hooker, Brian, Bboadwat, Harpei^i WeBkly, Jan. 99; 
*H(»mB0K8» Harper'M Weekly, Feb. S?8; *Maduok 
SauABEt CHBisTMASy Horpsf's Weekly, Feb; 19; * Ritie- 
tn». Harper's Weekly, Mar. 25; The Beidge, Harper' § 
Weekly, Mar. 18; *Thb Chuech, Harper' § Weekly, 
Mar. 11; *Thb Citt, Harper'e Weekly, Apr. 1; The 
Old TaEE, Harper's Weekly, Feb. ISf; *Washixotok 
SavABEs The Aech, Harper's Weekly, Mar. 4. 

Hopkins, Gertrude Cornwall, The Feab, The Century, May. 

Howard, Katharine, Beloium, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Dec.; Gbapes akd Cigaiettes, Poetry Journal, Jan.; 
Leer Akoelb, Los Angeles Graphic, Aug. 96; Sacrifice, 
Poetry Journal, Jan. 

Howe, Hubert Crombie, The Chebet Tbee, The Masses, 
Sept 

Howe, M. A. De Wdfe, The Day, Yowth's Companion, 
Aug. S. 

Hoyt, Florence, The Aovektuees op the Jets, Youth's Com- 
panioii, June 8; Moee Aovektubes of the Jets, Youth's 
Companion, July 6. 

Hoyt Helen, A Look, The Century, Jan.; Ceetitude, Con- 
temporary Verse, Mar.; *Cohe to Me Out of the 
Daek, The Trimmed Lamp, Jan.; Couktebtaukce, Con- 
temporary Verse, Mar.; Cbeatiok, Poetry Journal, Jan.; 
Dbsiee, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, Apr.; 
Ebcafe, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, Apr.; 
Finis, The Masses, Aug.; Fubtatiok, The Masses, Aug.; 
GoLOEK Bough, The Masses, Aug.; Gratitude, The 
Masses, Aug.; Ik the Abt Ikstituiv, The Masses, Aug.; 
Make Believe, Contemporary Verse, Mar.; Rayelukg, 
The Masses, Aug.; Riddle, Others, A Magazine of the 
New Verse, Apr.; * The Field akd the Coultee, Poetry 
Journal, Oct., '15; *The Measube, Poetry Joumci, 
Jan.; The Ukchakoiko, The Masses, July; Vita 
NuovA, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, Apr. 

Huckfleld, Leyland, * Death Soko of the Mad God who 
Made the Gravtd Caktok, The Trimmed Lamp, Mar. 

Huey, Maud Morrison, Ik Search of Happikess. Youth's 
Companion, May 11. • 

Hurni, Clarke Fox, Makhattak, Scheezakdo^ Poetry Jour- 
nal, May. 

Hunnicut, Nat C, *A Loteb's Revekoe, Contemporary 
Verse, Sept 
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Hunt, Richard M., Sovo or the Knxnro Liau, LUtU Re- 
view, June-Jaly; *To ▲ Golobm Caowino THEutH» 
Poetry: A Maguaim of Ver$e, May, 

1^ A. P., Wavths Tk0 Moiset, May. 

Ingersolly Bdward P^ Majthattajt, Th^ Ma»»0i, May. 

Inaktcpf Annie Dolman, Bibth, Not Death, Lo9 Ang^Us 

Oraphie, June 10; LiFi*t TAPimT, Lo$ Ang9U$ 

OrapMe, June 10. 
Ireland, Baron. The Roxakcb ow Vbeokica Di Pitirb, 

Smart 8§t, Feb. 

jAckscm, Leroy, *Thb Stiakob Advbxtubes of a Littu 
Hot, YoiUh'i Companion, Dec. 30, '15. 

Jackson, Lucy, Diiviko in thb Paek, Conl^mporary V0r$4, 
May. 

Jackson, Robert Macauley, Thb Fuxbbal, Smart Set, Nor., 
'15. 

Jenkins, Jr., George B., Coiikhb, Smart S§t, June. 

Jenks, Tudor, A PoarmAiT vr ViLAsauxz, Th$ B^Umum, 
Feb. 26. 

Jennings, Leslie Nelson, * Room. The Ma$9e$, June. 

J<dins, Orridc, BuTncaiuBS, Othen, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, May-nJune; Cakolbs, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Verse, May-June; Glass, O there, A Magazine of 
the New Veree, May-June; Soko loa a Sfbiko Night, 
Smart Set, Feb.; Thb Plum Tibb, Contemporary Veree, 
May. 

Johnson, Robert Underwood, Cokstakce, Harper^e Weekly, 
Apr. 8; Oeiolb akd Pobt, Harper's Magazine, Feb.; 
* Rbadiko HotLACEf Harper^e Weekly, Mar. 4. 

Johnson, Rossiter, * Thb Daek Ages, Colonnade, Apr. 

Johnson, William Samuel, * Buttadeus (A Battle Epuodb 
OF JxjLT, 1915), The Forwn, June. 

Johnston, Florence Poyas, * New Mexico, The Century, 
Dec, '15. 

Johnston, Marie, Whebb the TaiinTr Flows, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, May 16. 

Jones, Howard Mumford, APHioDriE, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Apr.; Dawk, The Forwn, Aug.; 'Db Pio- 
Fumns, Contemporary Verse, Sept.; Fibst Ibipbessioks, 
The Forwn, Aug.; Night, The Forum, Aug.; The Ait- 
BBirooKs, The Forwn, Aug.; The Gabdek nr Seftehbbb, 
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MidUmd: A Magazim of ih§ MiddU W€9t, Feb.; Thx 

Pboruob MuBESy Physic Lectueb Rook Bbfobi Clam, 

foetry: A Magazine of Vene, Apr. 
Jones, Jr., Thomas S., At SuinxywK, Poetry Jowmal, Apr.; 

*Th« Hills, Poetry Journal, Apr.; Thb Last Spbino, 

Poetry Journal, Apr.; The Mikaclb of Soko, Poetry 

Journal, Apr. 
Jordan, Charlotte Brewster, Susakka Semplu's Sample, 

Youth's Companion, Mar. 9. 
Jurgelionis, Kleofas, * Lament, Lithvakiak Folk-Soko, 

Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, June. 

Kauffman, Reginald Wright, Ik Aftbe Yeabs, Smart Set, 
Dec, '15. 

Kauffman, Ruth Wright, To the Gabdeheb, Harper's Mage^ 
zine, Nov., '15. 

Kegel, Wilhelm, The Eitds Justift, OHUrs, A Magazine of 
Verse, Jan. 

KeUey, Ethel M., The Othee Child, Harper's Magazine, 
Jan. 

Kemp, Hany, *Maech Night, Home and Garden, Mar.; 
Rebeluok, The Masses, July; * Resubkectiok, The 
Masses, Mar.; The Stoemt Stab, The Masses, June; 
Zekobia, The Masses, Feb. 

Kennon, Harry B., Maby, Beedy*s Mirror, Dec. 17, '15; 
Music Visible, Beedy's Mirror, Apr, 91, 

Kent, Arthur V., The Leadeb, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Apr.; The Wild Hoket of Wisdom, To £. L. L., 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Apr. 

Kenyon, James B., Related, The Bellman, Apr. 1. 

Kervan, Alte Stilwell, The Oboav Mak, Youth's Companion, 
Mar. 16. 

Ketchum, Arthur, Holt Week, Youth's Companion, Apr. 90. 

Kilmer, Aline, * The Gabdbk Child^ The Outlook, May 94., 

Kilmer, Joyce, Beautt's Haib, Poetry Journal, Apr.; *The 
AsHMAK, Contemporary Verse, Apr.; *The New 
School, The Outlook, Nov. fU, '15; *The Pboud Poet, 
The Bellman, May 27; *T&e Robe of Chbist, Contem- 
porary Verse, Jan.; * To the Mbmobt of Thbee Poets, 
Poetry Review of America, June. 

King, Sara, Apathy, Poetry Journal, June; Cby, Poetry 
Journal, June; If It Be Tbue, Seribner's Magazine, 
Nov., '15; IvTEBLUDE, Poetry Journal, June. 
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Kiier, Helen Bnllis, Thb Bbidbi» Smart 8§t, Dec^ '15. 

Knapp, Ethel Marjorie, A Miioatuib, T<HUh*» Compamion, 
Aug. 10. 

Kneffner, Louise Mallinckrodty Thb Pbaiuk, Oth0r9, A 
Magasame of the New Veree, Jan.; * Thb Sba, Othere, A 
Magazine of the New Veree, Jan. 

Knevels, Gertrude* Maut Stibbt, Youth'e Companion, June 1. 

Knigbt, Lula W., Thb Wixd in thb Tbbes, Poetry : A Maga^ 
line of Verse, July. 

Knish, Anne, Orui 181, The Fomm, June. 

Kreymborg, Alfred, A Swoai^ Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, Feb.; Coktbittiok, Othere, A Magazine of 
the New Veree, Feb.; Eabth Wisdom, Othere, A Maga- 
zine of the New Veree, Feb.; * Idealists, The New Re- 
pid>lie, Feb. 96; Ixfiovisatiok, Othere, A Magazine of 
the New Veree, Feb.; *Ik a Dbbam, Poetry Journal, 
Jan.; Ix the Next Room, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, Feb.; Lightkikg, Poetry Review of Amer- 
iea, July; Littlb Folks, Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, Feb.; *MAjr Tells, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, Feb.; *Qld MAiruscmiPT, Poetry: A Maga^ 
zine of Veree, Feb.; PBKinEs, The New RepuhUe, Jan. 
1; Pbogeess, The New Republic, Feb. 96; *Thb Tub, 
The New Republic, Jan. 1 ; The Whip of the Ukbokk, 
Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Feb.; To H. S., 
Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Feb.; To 
W. C. W., M. D., Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, 
Feb.; Towaed Love, Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, Feb.; * Vistas, Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, Feb.; Womak TkLLS, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, Feb. 

Laird, William, 'Buds, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Feb. 

Lane, J. M., Afibb a Summeb Showbb, 8maflrt Set, July. 

Lasker, Raymond, Justice, Colonnade, July. 

Lawson, W. P., A Voice, The Maeeee, Sept. 

Le Bras, Anatole, The Soko of the Blowing Wikd, trans- 
lated from the French by Elisabeth S. Dickerman, Poet 
Lore, Summer No. 

Xiedoux, Louis V., *Matcb Dolobosa, Harper'e Magazine, 
May; * Pebsephoke ik Hades, Poetry Review of Amer- 
ica, June; *Soko of the Davohtebs of Celetts, Har- 
per^e Magazine, June. 
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Le Gallienne, Hesper, To thx Southebk Sea, Harper^s 

Magazine, Aug. 
Le Gallienne» Richard, *Sea Soscebt, Harp0i^» Weekly, 

Apr. 29; Viouxr Munc, Harper's Magazine, Mar.; 

* Wood Floweb, Harper'e Magazine, Aug. 

Leonard, William EUery, Above the Battle (1616-1916 
AKD Thebeafeeb), Midland: A Magazine of the Middle 
West, June. 

Lewin, ^bert, A Valbkteke, Colonnade, Feb.; ''I Loved 
Thee Not," CoUmnade, Aug.; Keats, Colonnade, June; 
Mt Cloud, Colonnade, Jan.; The Lakouid Day, Colon' 
nade, Dec., '15; The Lake's Cool Covebt, Colonnade, 
Mar. 

Lewis, Addison, 1915, Beedy** Mirror, Dec 3, '15. 

Lewisohn, Ludwig, Love ik Autumk, Smart Set, Oct., '15. 

Lee, Agnes, *EA8TLAin> Watbbs, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Feb.; Footsteps, Youth' » Companion, Dec. 33, 
'15; *Red PkABLS, The International, Oct.; Shakes- 
FEABE. Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Apr.; *The 
Keepeb of the Lock, Poetry Review of America, July. 

Lee, Helen A., Robik Sikoikg Raik, Youth's Companion, 
June 15. 

Lee, Muna, A Soko at Pabting, Smart Set, May; A 
ViLLAinsLLE OP FoBGETFULNEss, Contemporary Verse, 
July; * Behikd the House is the Millet Plot, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; Bebeavemekt, Smart Set, 
Feb.; Habvest, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; I 
Shall Not Siko Again of Love, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Jan. ; I Thought Love Would Come Glqbiouslt, 
WITH A Clash, Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, 
May-June; I Took my Sobbow ikto the Woods, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; 'Lips you Webe Not Ak- 
BUKGEBED FoB, Poetry : A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; I 
Who Had Sought God Blindly ik the Skies, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; Magdalen, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Jan.; 'Now Have I Conquebed 
THAT which Made me Sad, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Jan.; The Unfobgotibn, Smart Set, Jan. 

* Though You Should Wnispn, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Jan. 

Liebermann, Elias, Bbothebs, The Outlook, Aug. 9; Fbom a 
Bbidoe Cab, Harper's Weekly, Mar. 18.; Noctubne, The 
• Outlook, May 10.; The Nation to in Fobeign Bobn, 
Everybody's Magazine, Mar. 
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Lillie, Mark Elmendorf, The Riclvb, Poetry: A Magaxiiu 
of V§r90, Mar. 

Lindsay, Yadiel» Bookbe 'Wambiikqtoik TaiuooTt A Mkmo- 
BiAL TO Bookbe T. WAiHuroioir, Pottry: A Magaxku of 
V9rM§, June; * Mamx TwAiXy Ak Ixscuptiox roa Youm 
VoLuscB OF HvcKunnaT Fixm, B$$dif*» Mirror, Dec 
S, '16; *Ths APTLB-BLOiiOM Skow» Ths Forwn, Aug.; 
*Tbx Flowbe or MsirmKOy JJU Forwm, Aug.; *Thb 
PBAm OF BATTiXKBirTy Th§ Forwm, Aug.; What thb 
Sbxtom Said, Tk9 Forwm, July. 

lippmann, L. B. Blackledg^ * A CniuD't Gaidbit, Cont^m' 
porary V9r»§, June. 

livesay, Florence Bandal, Oij> Ruthbkiax Folk-Soko» 
Po0try: A Magaasms of Vwie, Oe^^ '15; Soko of thb 
CoflBACK, Po0try: A Magaxine of V$r84, Oct» '15; Whebe 
Luck Libs, Poetry: A Magazine of F#ff#, Oct, '15. 

Loagy Hankl, Ascutket ik Shadows, Poetry Jommal, June; 
Nbab His Bed, Poetry: A Magazkte of Veree, Dec, '15; 
Rekboadbs imoK Bosroxr, Poetry Journal, June; Thb 
Day that Lovb Caxb Down to Mb, Contemporary 
Verse, Apr.; Thb Idbs of Mabch, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Veree, Dec, '15; Thb Ikfakt to His Fathbb, Poetry 
Journal, June; Thbough thb Window, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, Dec, '15; VACATioxr Pbotbst, The 
Maeeee, June; With Cokplimbntb, Poetry Journal, 
June. 

Long^ Lily A., Hb Buildeth His House, Poetry: A Magor 
zine of Veree, July; The Poet's Fait, Poetry: A Magor 
zime of Veree, July. 

Loveman, Robert, Sokg, 8mart Set, Oct., '15. 

Loving, Pierre, The Newspafeb, CoUmnade, May; The 
Robe ut Hell, Colon/node, May; The Teust of 
Fl(»ekce, To a. H. J, ^Colonnade, Oct, '15; 'To a 
Child om Hee Segokd Biethday, Colonnade, Dec, '15; 
To Maueice Hewlett, Colonnade, June 

Low, Benjamin R. C, * Jack a' Deeams, Poetry Review of 
America, May. 

Low, Page, The Housbwhb, Smart Set, January. 

Lowell, Amy, *Axr Aquaeium, Reedy'e Mirror, July 7; 
*Battlbdobb akd Shuttlecock, Scribnef^e, August; 
iMPEEflsioinsT PiCTUEB OF A Gabdek, The Trimmed 
Lamp, April; * Ik a Time of Deaeth, The Century, 
September; 'Malmaison, Little Review, June-July; 
* Numbee S oar the Docket, Poetry Review of America, 
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May; * Ptbotbchkicb, Poetry: A Magaasins of Vene, 
May; *The CB08s-RoADt» Poetry Review of America, 
September; *Thb Gbocebt, The Maeeee, June; *Thb 
Pafeb Gabbek, Houie and Garden, February; *Thb 
Papbb WiKDMnx, The Century, December, 1915; Thb 
Poem, The Maeeee, April; * 1777, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Veree, August. 
Lomry, Perrin Hohnes, Apbil in Killabkbt, Contemporary 
Veree, April. 

MacDonagh, Thomae, * Wishes fob Mt Sonf, The Ontlook, 
May 17. 

Macdonald, Lilian, A Toast, Loe Angelee Graphic, Febru- 
ary 96; The Absent, Loe Angelee Graphic, March 11; 
The Cirr-BouND, Loe Angelee Graphic, February 96, 

MacKaye, Arvia, By the Summeb Sea, Poetry Review of 
America, August; The Pubplb Gbat, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, July. 

MacKaye, Percy, Chobal Soko, Harper'e Weekhf, March 
18; Chbistmas, 1915, The Forum, Januaiy. 

Macmillan, Mary, nuTH, The Maesee, June. 

Mannings Private Frederic, 3rd R. S. L. I., Sacbificb 
190^, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, July. 

Marks, Jeamiette, Whbk Thet Come, Smart Set, May. 

Marquis, Don, *Pobm fob tub Dedicatiok of a Home, 
Houee and Garden, Jan. 

Marquis, Neeta, Raik at Night, Smart Set, Jan. 

Martin, Julia, The Golobk Touch, Poetry Journal, Nov., 
'15. 

Masefield, John, Thb £kd^ Scribner^e Magazine, Oct., '15; 
*The Wobld's BEonriaKG, Scribnei^e Magazine, Oct, 
'15; * Which, Scribner^e Magazine, Oct, 15. 

Mason, Edward Wilbur, The Obiole, Crafteman, Apr. 

Mason, Rosalind, A Child's Gbace, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, June; Visiok, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
June; Faib Weatheb akd I Hapfv, Poetry: A Maga^- 
zin0 of Veree, June; Happiness, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, June. 

Masseck, Clinton J., A Day aitd its Joubket, Othere, A 
Magazine of the New Veree, May-June; At Thibtt hb 
Sixes OF A Day ik Spbing, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Aug.; Dowk the Wind, Poetry: A MagazinB 
of Veree, Aug. 
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Maiten, Edgar Lee» *All Lm ur ▲ Lofi, Poetry: A 
Magazine of V$r$0, Mar.; *Abakl» Poeirp: A Mago' 
zins of V0r9§, Nov., '16; * Autocbthom, Beidy's Mirror, 
July 14; Come, Wiluam it al. Beedg's Mirror, Apr. 
14; HoKKV, LUik BwUw, June-July; * Im Msmokt or 
BiTAjf Lathbot, Who Bequbathbo to CBiCAeo ▲ 
School or Munc, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, July; 
JoHir CowPBE PowTiy Beedj^e Mirror, May 6; *SiMoy 
SuBXAMBD Prbi, Boedy'i Mirror, Dec 7, *15; *Thb 
CocxsD Hat, Beedg'e Mirror, Dec 3, '15; *Ths Com- 
▼niATioK, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Nov., '16; 
*Thb Loop, The Ne^ Bepnblie, Jan. 1; *Thb Stab, 
Beedfe Mirror, Feb. 95i *Thi Subway, Otkere, A 
Magazine of the Nei» Veree, May-June; Thbodobi 
Dbeisbb, Beedy'e Mirror, Not. 19, '15. 

Mastin, Florence Ripley, I Walkbo Amoko Gbat Tbses, To 
C. H. L. F., Poetry Journal, Apr.; Ix the Subway, 
The Maeeee, Aug.; * The Dbeax, The Ma»$ee, June. 

Mattick, Irvin, Ik thb Spbikg, The Trimmed Lamp, Feb. 

McCarthy, Denis A., *DADDiEt avd Laddies, Touth'e Com^ 
panion, January 13; Faxutt Fuss ahd Feathebs, 
Youth'e Companion, May 4. 

McCarthy, John Russell, Advektubiko, Poetry: A Magas^ne 
of Veree, August; Golobkbod, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, August; * Juke, The Bellman, June 17; Satis- 
FAcnoK, Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Jan- 
uary; SuKDAT MoBKiKG, O there, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, January; The Dakce ik the Wood, Colon- 
nade, June; The Thief, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, January. 

McClure, John, * Heabtb'-Easb, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, January; * Somkambulist, Othere, A Maga- 
zine of the New Veree, January; Sokos of His Lady, 
Smart Set, June; The Evebiastikg Yea, Smart Set, 
May; * The Lass of Gauue, Smart Set, October, 1915; 
To a Lady, Smart Set, December, 1915; To His Lady, 
Philosophy, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, March; 
VmTAKTB, Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Jan- 
uary; Wakdebebs, Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, January. 

McCourt, Edna Wahlert, The City Mabket Place, Poet 
Lore, Summer Number. 

McCormick, Anne, Soko, Smart Set, December, 1915. 
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McCoy, Samuel, Ikdependekce Hall, The Menses, June; 
RjBviiLLE, Contempora/ry Verse, January; The Guae.- 
DiAK Angels, Contemporary Verse, June; The Hobbt 
HoBSE, Contemporary Verse, June; To a Flowek Gtkl, 
Contemporary Verse, June. 

McGaffey, Ernest, After Makt Datb, Los Angeles Oraphie, 
February 96; Ballade of Kkossos of the Widb-wated 
Stbeetb, Los Angeles Oraphie, Mardi 18; Ballade of 
Hesosteatus, Los Angeles Oraphie, December 18; De 
MoETuifl, Los Angelas Oraphie, November 90^ 1915; 
Dbebbted, Los Angeles Oraphie, April 39; Idektitt 
(A la.T. B. Aldrich), Los Angeles Oraphie, December 
25, 1915; LriTLB Boy, Los Angeles Oraphie, October, 
1915; Phidl^ akd Psaxiteles, Los Angeles Oraphie, 
March 11; * Rose Lilly, Los Angeles Oraphie, July 29; 
•SixTEEK Doves, Los Angeles Oraphie, Oct. 23, '15; 
The Hearts of Womek, Los Angeles Oraphie, Jant. 29; 
The Placid Imagist, Los Angeles Oraphie, Oct. 9, '15; 
The Tower of Babel, Los Angeles Oraphie, Nov. 6, 
'15; The Violikiste, Los Angeles Oraphie, Apr. S; 
Unwearied Flight of Time, Los Angeles Oraphie, 
June 17. 

McKinney, Isabel, Cavaliee Tunes, YoutVs Companion, 
Feb. 10; The Lm of Quiltb, Youth's Companion, May 
4. 

McLeod, Irene Rutherford, * Mary, The Tale Review, July. 

Mead, Edna, To an Old Letter, Harper's Magazine, Jan. 

Merrick, Hyde Buston, The Drab Little Lady, Poet Lore, 
Summer No. 

Michael, William, Ambrosia, Contemporary Verse, Apr. 

Michelson, Max, A Hymn to Night, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, May; In the Park, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, May; Love Lyric, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
May; Midnight, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, May; 
Storm, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, May; The New- 
comers, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, May; The Red 
Light, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, May; The Wn/- 
Low Tree, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, May. 

Middleton, Scudder, Children, The Bellman, May 6; In 
Union Square, Contemporary Verse, Apr.; 'The 
Clerk, Contemporary Verse, June; The White 
Magician, The Forwn, June. 

Millay, Edna St. Vincent, Blue-Beard, The Forwn, May; 
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* Ir You Wni Dead, Tk^ Parwm, Mat's Wrck-Wir, 
The Forum, Maf. 

Millery Alice Duer» Aiteb a Quabui, Tks CnUmqf, Apr.; 
Ths Hbhtaob, 8erib%$r'9, Apr.; Turn Wat» 8eriim$r^9, 
Oct, '15. 

Miller, Fuller, TBn Ii thb Snr, Th$ Ma$$09, MtLj. 

Miller, Jr^ John, Niaoaba, The Trimmed Lamp, Feb.; 
Rayaob, Poetry: A Mapaxine of Veree, Sept. 

Minot, John Clair, Abuak akd Abvu, Youth's Compamiot^, 
Aug. 10; Abuah axd Hn Fiodlb, Youth's Comptmiom, 
Apr. 97; Babbaba Bbll, Youth's CompamUm, Mar. 90; 
BuBBLBi, Youth's Compauion, Mar. 98; Chumi, YouO^s 
CompamUm, Feb. 94; Popft axd Hbb Goat, YoutVs 
Companion, Apr. 6; The Fboo Choib, Youtk^s Com- 
panion. Mar. 16; Ths HAPPisflT Hiohwat, Youths Com- 
paiUon, June 15; The Subf Spbtibs, Youth's Companion, 
July 6; ViBGiiriA Dabb, Youth's CompamUm, Feb. 17. 

Mitcbeli, Agnes Lewis, King Blubtib, Youth's CompamUm, 
Feb. 3. 

Mitchell. Langdon, * Iv a SicoKiifo Cab, Th§ New BepubUe, 
Feb. 19. 

Mitchell, Ruth Comfort, Babbaba, The Century, Fdl>.; El 
PomsxTB, The Century, Feb.; A Movhtaik Mumkbb, 
Boston Tramserift, Apr. 99; Paptbui, Smart Set, Dec, 
'15; *Rbvblation, Nov., '15; *St John op NspoinTC, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Jan.; *Syicphokib 
PATHinauE, The Century, July; The Nbw Motheb- 
B0(». The Century, Mar.; The Wuhiko Bbidob, The 
Century, June. 

Monro, Harold, • Euot ik 1915 (B. H. W.), The Forum, 
May; STBAvaE MEETurofl, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Sept. 

Mordand, John, Bebbavembnt, Minaret, June; Loss, Minaret, 
May; The Kiss, Reedy* s Mirror, Sept 1; The Kom, 
Mioharet, June; WAmKO, Minaret, June. 

Morgan, Emanuel, Opus 45, The Forum, June. 

M5rike, Eduard, Faib Rohtbaut, trans, from the 'German 
by P. H. Thomson, Poet Lore, Spring Number; Fob- 
SAKEK, trans, from the German by P. H. Thomson, Poet 
Lore, Spring Number; 'Tis She, trans, from the Ger- 
man by P. H. Thomson, Poet Lore, New Year's Number. 

Morris, Jean, Ik Hbavek, The Masses, June; Pstche, The 
Forum, June; The T^empu, The Forum, Mar. 

Morris, O. M., Mabt, Beedy's Mirror, Feb. 4. 
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Morris, Olivette, A May Mobxiko, TofUh'$ Companion, May 
18; Dams and the Dowkhs, Y(mth'9 Companion, 
July 6. 

Morrison, John, A Fuu}-Dat Pikdqb, Yauth^$ CompatnUm, 
June 8; A Raikt Day Raicblb, Youth's Companion, 
Mar. 9; Thk Rnx ok the Roixn, Yovth's Companion, 
Jan. 90; The Shipbuildbis at Home, Youth's Com- 
panion, July 9S; The Vacatiok Trip op the Schooi^ 
house, Youth^s Compamon, Aug. 10; Towseb akd the 
MooK Mak, Youth's Companion, May 18. 

Moore, Marianne, Diooekes, .Contemporary Vsrse, Jan.; 
Masks, Contemporary Verse, Jam; Smr, Contemporary 
Verse, JaiL 

Moore, Rebecca D., Hes Dieam, Youth's Companion, Apr. 6. 

Moore, T. Sturge, Isaac Aim Rebekah, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Aug. 

Morton, David, **I Shall Not Ask Too Much,** The 
Forum, Mar.; Cokspieacy, Poetry Journal, July; *Fob 
Bob, a Doo, Smart Set, June; * The Dead^ The Forum, 
Oct., '15; To the Ukkkoitn, Smart Set, June; Wikteb, 
Scribner^s Magazine, Feb. 

Muller, James Ar&ur, * ^mpach, A Ballad op Patiiotism, 
Seribner's Magazine, Nov., '15. 

Musgrove, Charles Hamilton, *The Scablet Thbead^ 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct, '15. 

Nealley, Rose D., The Raik Elves, Contemporary Verse, 
June. 

Newbold, Richard, Aptem Storm, Colonnade, May; Hope, 
Smart Set, Feb.; Trabip Royal, Colonnade, Mar. 

Nies, Konrad, Heimatsaat, Colonnade, Feb. 

Nietzsche, Friedrich, The Seventh SoLrruDE (from Diony- 
SOS-Dithyrambs), trans, from the German by L. M. 
Kneffner, Poet Lore, Spring No. 

Norden, Peter, Good Morkikg, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, July. 

Norton, Grace Fallot, Fly Ok I Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Dec.; Hark to the Wind op the World, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Dec., '15; *I Give Thanks, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Dec, '15; Make No 
Vows, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Dec.. '15. 

Niorris, William A., * Sonnet, The New Republic, Feb. 36. 

O'Brien, Edward J., Aran Cradle Sono, Contemporary 
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V$r$$, Jan.; A Duax or Fuutc, A Nbw Evouutd 
Ion, Contemporary V§r$9, May; * Hkllbxica, Oih§r9, 
A Magaxk^ of th$ New V9r$0, Jan.; 'Maoic, 7A# 
TriwMMd Lamp, May; *Thx DaiRuro Max (Johv 
MiLUxoiOK Stjto, 1871-1909), Th§ BeUmtm, June 94; 
Ths Holb, ComUmporary Verse, July; Ths Lamskt at 
THK WiDDuro, Midland: A Magazine of the Middle 
Weet, June; *Tia Shioud^ To Bbioid Macdoxaoh or 
Ikuhmaax, Contemporary Veree, Fd>.; To ax Aran. 
SKTi.Aax» MidUmd, Apr. 

O'Brien, Jean, Pbaub or (iOi?B, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Aug.; PaATia, Poetry, Aug. 

O'Conor, Norreys Jepbson, Thb Rbspoxb or the Shb, 
Colonnade, Jan.; To Oxa Ix Kxeey, Colonnade, Jan. 

ODonnell, Charles L., * Foboiybxisi, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, May. 

(yHara, John Myers, Ljethb, Smart Set, July; * Nbw Soxgs 
or Sappho, Poetry Review of America, Sept; Valb, 
Poetry Journal, Dec, '15. 

CyNeil, Dayidv *Lovb, Poetry Review of America, Sept; 
* SoLiTUDB, Little Review, Jan.-Feb. 

Oppenhehn, James, *Good Mobxixo, The Century, Aug.; 
*Lai70htbb, The Century, Nov., '15; ♦Thb Rbd 
Moxth, The Century, Sept 

O sheel, Shaemas, Isolatiox, Minaret, June; William But- 
lbb Ybati, Minaret, June. 

O'Sulliyan. Seumas, Havb Thou No Fbab, Smart Set, Oct, 
'15. 

Paine, Albert Bigelow, Ixsomxia, The Century, Sept; * Thb 
Dbsebtbd House, Seribner^e Magazine, Aug. ; * The 
Fbosex Bbook, The Century, Mar.; Summeb Night, 
The Century, June.; *Thb Supebmax, Harper' $ Maga^ 
zine, June. 

Palen, Lewis Stanton, The Posibbx Gatb to the Laxd or 
Dbeams, Harper's Weekly, Mar. 35. 

Pangfoom, Georgia Wood, The Motheb Speaks, Harper's 
Magtaine, May. 

Parrish, Emma Kenyois 'Ysbabx, Contemporary Verse, 
Aug. 

Patrick, Asa Anderson, The Axciext Mibaclbs, Colonnade, 
June. 

Patterson, Antoinette De Coursey, Cabxaoe, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, May; Rbstlbsbxbss, Contemporary 
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V0n0, May; Shiila Eilcbk, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Ver$0, May; Spixkiko Soko, Contemporary Veree, 
Mar.; Tbx Mook» Contemporary Veree, Feb. 

Patton, Margaret French^ *Thb Souxd or ths Nudus, 
Tke Maesee, June. 

Paul, Dorothy, * Haoab, The Century, Apr. 

Payson, Mahdah, To Akt Mouktaik, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Veree, Sept 

Peach, Arthur Wallace, QusfnoK, Colonnade, June. 

Pearce, Leila Miller, Machiks Made, Others, A Magazine 
of the New Veree, Mar.; Ths HABorui, Contemporary 
Veree, Aug. 

Pemberton, Murdock, Stock, The Centnry, June. 

Pennington, Alice Damrosch, Ik Chukch, The New Be^ 
public, Nov. SO, '15. 

Percy, William Alexander, *A Ballad of St. SnAniAir, 
The Bellman, Mar. 95; * A Lirru Page's Soko (19th 
CcKTumy), Contemporary Veree, June. 

Perry, Lilla Cabot, A Fiukd, Harper^e Magazine, Aug. 

Peterson, Frederica, Ubashimatabo^ The New Bepublie, 
Not. «0, '15. 

Pickthall, Marjorie L. C, Maet IShephkiobss, Seribner^e 
Magazine, '15. 

Pinckney, Oara, Ths Opek FiOB, Touth'e Companion, Jan. 
99; The Stobt op Billt, Youth's CompunUon, July 97; 
The Visrr, Toutl^e Companion, Dec. 90, '15. 

Pitt, Chart, The Choiek Sons, Harper^e Weekly, Jan. 1; 
The Mah. Team, Harper's Weekly, Dec. 18, '15. 

Pitts, Mabel Porter, The ImxnniKrALUT, Loe Angelee 
Graphic, Apr. 15. 

Potter, Miriam Clark, Littu Sistei, op the Moov, Youth's 
Companion, June 15; The Gioolequicks, Youth's Com- 
pani<M\ Jan. 97; The GiaoLEauiCKS akd Motheb, 
Youth's Companion, Mar. 90; The GiaoLEamcKs at 
Bedthob, Youth's Companion, Feb. 94; The Gioolb- 
auiCKs AT HoBCE, YoutVs Companion, July 19. 

Pound, Esra, Atthis, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Septi Dans xnx OMxranrs de Lokdbes, Poetry: A Maga- 
zine of Veree, Sept.; Heb Littub Black Suppees, Smart 
Set, Oct., '15; Homage to Q. S. F. CHRisnAirus, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, Sept.; iMPBEssioifrs op F. M. 
Abouet (he Voltaibe), Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Sept; Neab Pebigobo, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Dec, '15; PAGAirfs, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Sept; 
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Tbs FitH AiTD THi Shaoow, Po§iry: A Magazim of 
Vt$€, Sept; Thb Thbki Pori» Po^trif: A Magaxims 
of V0r90, Sept; Villakillbi Tm Pitchouxhcal 
HouB, Poetry: A Magmine of Vene, Dec^ '15. 

Powell, Arthur, A Soxo of Viixox'f, Contemporary Vene, 
Apr. 

Polsifer, Harold Trowbridge, * Clabiok, The Outlook, Mar. 
99; To Av UvBoaK Child, Poetry Journal, Oct, '15. 

Putnam, Shirley, Mabsh Mim, CoUnnuide, Apr. 

Pyne, John,. Aubobi bt CiApiticuue, The New BepubUe, 
Feb. 96. 

Quill, John, Whbv Pbdaoooubs Do Thkie Tuav, Loe 
AngeUe Oraphie, Mar. 18. 

R., H. CX, * A SoKo OP YouKo THnros, The Outlook, July 5. 

Ramos, Edward, Chaksox Teisr, O there, A Magazine of 
the New Verse, Mar.; L'Amns MTsnaiTi, Othere, A 
Magazine of the New Veree, Mar.i RAraif a Dbux 
PoiKTB (To G. K.), Othere, A Magaeins of the New 
Veree, Mar.; Touch Mb Not, Ukclbait, Poetry Journal, 
Oct, '15. 

Raymond, Ruth Use, Youth, Loe Angelee Oraphie, Oct 90. 

Raymund, Bernard, Shbphbbd's Pipb, Colonnade, Sept. 

Reed, Edward BUbs, Thbeb Fbibkim, The Yale Review, 
Oct 

Reed, John, Lovb at Sba, The Maeeee, May. 

Reid, Bruin, Ho, Huk, Smart Set, Jan. 

Reese, Licette Woodworth, The Rbctob, Smart Set, June; 
Thb Secbbt, Smart Set, Feb. 

Rhys, Ernest, A Bbetok Night, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Apr.; Death akd the Jestbb, Poetry: A Maga- 
zine of Veree, Apr.; Nesta's Mobkiko Soko^ Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Apr.; Romakcb, Poetry: A Maga- 
zine of Veree, Apr.; Sokkbtikas Punch and Jumr, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Apr.; The Woman of 
SoBBows, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Apr. 

Rice, Cale Young, In the Deep Midnight, The Century, 
Not., '15; Last Lines op the Pobt of Subca, The Cen- 
tury, Dec, '15; New Dbeabcs fob Ou>, The Century, 
July. 

Rich, H. Thompson, Debibe, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
June; In the Manneb of Edoab Lee Mastebs, Beedy's 
Mirror, Sept 8; The Dbinkeb, Poetry: A Magazine of 
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Vene, June; Thb Scabut Tavaokb, The Forum, Sept; 
You Came akd Wbkt, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
June. 

Richardson, James £., A Wobd oh the Staibs, Contemn 
porary Veree, Mar.; Algol iv Perseus, Contemporary 
Veree, Mar.; At the Sculfeob's, Contemporary Veree, 
May; Eclipses, Contemporary .Veree, May; By Summeb 
Hill, Contemporary Verse, Jan.; Ik a Libbaby, Coi^ 
temporary Verse, Jan.; Sonnet, Contemporary Veree, 
Sept; The Bobdeblako, Contemporary Veree, Aug.; 
The Dbaoov-Fly, Contemporary Verse, Sept.; The 
Plough, Contemporary Verse, Jan.; The Vase, Conr 
temporary Veree, Sept 

Richmond, Charles A., * A Song, Seribner^e Magazine, June; 
* Between the Lines, The Outlook, July 26; * Bbotheb 
Jonathan, The Outlook, Feb. 16; ♦ Bbotheb Jonathan 
Speaks His Mind, The Outlook, Mar. 15; * Bbotheb 
Jonathan's Tbials, The Outlook, May 13; The Lobo's 
Pbayeb, The Outlook, Dec. 33. 

Rickard, Oswald M., Kino-Geb-Ump and the Fuxie-Flies, 
Youth's Companion, Aug. 17. 

Riley, James, Assubance, Contemporary Verse, May. 

Rilke, Rainer Maria, Glimpse of a Childhood, trans, from 
the German by Margarete Miinsterberg^ Poet Lore, 
New Year's No. 

Rittenhouse, Jessie B., Fbo0t in Spbing, Harper'e Maga- 
zine, Mar. 

Roberts, Mary Eleanor, Enoush Pobtbaitb in the Moboan 
Galleby, Contemporary Veree, Aug.; Love, the Enesiy, 
Contemporary Veree, Sept; *Moon in the Mobning, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, June. 

Roberts, Walter Adolph, "The Wobcan Rebel'' (To Mab- 
OABET Sanqeb), The Massee, May. 

Robins, Nelson, The Best, Youth's Companion, Jan. 27, 

Robinson, Corinne Roosevelt, **'Ip I Cottld Hold My 
Gbief," Poetry Review of America, Aug.; The Path 
THAT Leads Nowhebe, Seribner^e Magazine, Apr. 

Robinson, Edwin Arlington, * Nimmo's Eyes, Scribner'e 
Magazine, Apr.; *Thb Unfobgiven, 8eribner*e Maga- 
zine, Nov., '15. 

Robinson, Eloise, Rose Mongebs, Seribner'e Magazine, June. 

Roche, John Pierre, Piebbot Sings, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Mar. 

Rockwell, Leo L., Invitation, Colonnade, Aug. 
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Rodker» John, Uinm thi Tueb, Po4try: A Magoxk^ of 

VerMB, Jan. 
Rogers, Robert, Tbb PsirmTurx, Th§ Ma»9$9, Fd>. 
Ruffin, l^ailiam E. Henry, O^umbia, CatkoUe World, Julf . 
Rndkdgc!, Archibald, Thb Funrn, FoiKVt CompaiUon, Feb. 

M. 
Rydberg, Victor, (1805), Hbatbh's Blue (Himux Bla), 

trana. from the Swedish by Emen W. Nelson, Po0t 

Lore, Summer No. 
Ryder, B. B^ CotAsmro, YoiMi CompamUm, Ftb. 17. 
Ryder, Charles T., Not Without Hon, The BeUman, Oct, 

'15. 



S., A. E. H., Ik Dmolatiox, C€Uholie World, July; To Akt 
Mystic, Catholie World, July. 

S., E. R., TiiBUTB, Toutl^s Companion, July 97. 

S., S. S., Akd Death Cams, Othere, A MagaaAne of the New 
Veree, June. 

Saledd, R. E., What is EmzrAL, Poet Lore, Autumn 
No, '15. 

Sanborn, Mary Farley, The Passivo op the Five Sbksbs, 
Poetry Journal, Apr. 

Sanborn, Pitts, Vie De Boedeaitx, Gbandebs op Spaik, Rue 
DEs Tiois CoxiLs (To E. L.), Others, A Magazine of 
the New Veree, Apr.; Vie De Boboeauz, Sauce Supb£me 
(To E. L.), Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, Apr. 

Sanborn, Ro4)ert Alden, * Democaust, Poetry Journal, Nov., 
'15; * Dust to Dust, Poetry Journal, Nov., '15; Mtbelp, 
Poetry Journal, Nov., '15; *The Deseetbd Balloon, 
Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, Mar. 

Sandburg, Carl, A Fevci^ Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
Oct, '15; Aloke, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct, 
'15; Chiu), Others, A Magazine of the New Verse, 
Mar.; Choose, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct., '15; 
Days, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct, '15; Hanih 
FULS, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct., '15; Joy, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct., '15; Killebs, 
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct., '15; Kin, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Oct, '15; * Monotone, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Oct, *15; Noctubne in a De- 
serted Brickyabd, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Oct, 
'15; OuB Pbayeb of Thanks, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Oct., '15; Places, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
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Oct, '15; Sketch, Poetry: A Magazine of Vene, 0<?t, 
'15; SouTUDB, Othen, A Magazine of the New Veree, 
Mar.; 'Statistics, Othen, A Magazine of tne New 
Veree, Mar.; The Akswbb, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Oct., '15; The Gbeat Hunt, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Oct, '15; The Poom, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Oct, '15; Thet Will Say, Poetry: A Magazine 
of Veree, Oct, '15; Ukdeb the Habtest Mook, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, Oct, '15; Walrus Bay, Othere, 
A Magazine of the New Veree, Mar. 

Sangister, Margaret £., A Good Example, Touth'e Com- 
panion, July 97. 

SaxoD, Helen A., The Recruit, Touth'e Companion, Aug. 17. 

SchaufiSer, Robert Haven, Earth's Easier i MCMXVI, 7A« 
Outlook, Apr. 96. 

Scbeffauer, Etbel Talbot, The Vauaitt Dust, The Bellman, 
June S. 

Schmucker, Sara, Bum, Breezes of the Western Sea, Loe 
Angelee OrapMe, Not. 6; Louise and I, Loe Angeles 
OrapMe, Oct 16, '15; My LAmr Dauntless, Loe Angelee 
Graphic, July 99. 

Schwarts, Isabella, Renunciation (Eusaouno), trans, from 
the German by E. W. Triess, Poet Lore, New Year's 
No. 

ScoUard, Clinton, Allah, II Allah, Contemporary Veree, 
Mar.; Deep Harbor, Minaret, June; *Dreaxs, The 
Bellmam, July 8; Guerdons, Minaret, Jun^; The Eter- 
nal Prmence, The Bellman, Jan. 99; * The Inn op the 
Five Chimneys, Poetry Journal, May; *The Ride op 
Tench Tilohkan, Seribner'e Magazine, Dec., '15; The 
Whisper op the Sands, The Bellman, Dec. 11, '15; To 
Madison Cawein, The Bellman,, Aug. 12; Vagabondage, 
The Bellman, May 90. 

Scott, Margretta, Prayers, Beedy'e Mirror, June 9S; The 
Black Silence, Poetry Journal, May; The Chimney 
Pots op London, Poetry Journal, May; The Dreamer, 
Poetry Journal, May; The Garden, Poetry Journal, 
May; The Wind» Poetry Journal, May; To a Genius, 
Poetry Journal, May. 

Seagrave, Gordon, The Outcast, Smart Set, Feb. 

Seaver, Robert, The Saucy Sea Horse, Touth'e Companion, 
Jan. 97. 

Seibel, George, Am I My Brother's Keeper? The Outlook, 
Apr. 19; The Kiss, The Century, Jan. 
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Sdffert, Marjorie Allen, DimxiTiiQir, Oth^n, A Magaxim 
of ih$ Nno V§r$0, Apr.; NoftrBMsn AFiBBjrooir» Otkmn, 
A MagQxim§ of t1i€ Now Vor9$, Apr.; To a Ladt, R$ody'o 
Mirror, Sept 99; *Thx Lmt iLLunox, Otkort, A 
Magazim of iho Now Votm; Apr.; * Thb Pkonc, lAtiU 
Roviow, Jan.-Feb.; Thimi Abbajtod wo/l av Omuot* 
ConUmporary Von; Sept 

Sergei, Roger L^ Thb Rbtubit to Oltxpui, Midkmd: A 
MagazvM of a« Middlo W0$t, May. 

Sexton, Bernard, A Rhtmb wo/l thb Swrn, Tko Maoooo, 
Mar. 

Scymoor, Barbara, Thb Thbbbhoui^ Harpor^o Magaxhio, 
Mar. 

Shanafelt, Clara, A Gaixaitt Womajt, Pootry: A Magaxhuo 
of V0r$e, June; Dbvigb, Pootry: A Magazino of Vorxo, 
June; Jbukb, Pootry: A Magwtino of VorM, June; 
*Pastbl, Pootry: A Maguttimo of Vono, June; 
*ScHEBzo^ Poetry: A Magazine of Von; June. 

Shaw, Frances, *Thb Last Gubst, The Century, Apr. 

Shepard, Morgan, BiBTHOATi; YoniWe Companion, Jan. IS. 

Shepard, Odell, Cbbtaik Ambbicak Poetb, Smart Set, Jan.; 
*CoMBADE8, Youth* $ Companion, Jan. 13; *Eabth« 
BoBK, Smart Set, Not., '15; EyBKnro, Smart Set, June; 
HouiBMATBS, YoutVe Companion, Feb. 3; MoBimro, 
Smart Set, June; * VAKiTAt, Smart Set, May. 

Sherman^ Ellen Bums, *A Dbht-wood Fibb, Seribner'i, 
Jan. 

Sherman, Isaac R., Pytbbbt Rhtmb, The Maeeee, May. 

Shumaker, Harriet Hall, Pbbpbtuatbis Contemporary Voree, 
June. 

Siebach, Margaret R., Homb tbox School, Youth'e Com' 
panion, June 8. 

Sill, Louise Morgan, Rbmembebikg, Poet Lore, Summer No., 
The Ou) Womak, Seribner^s Magazine, Not., *15. 

Skinner, Constance LJndsay, I Hbab Song Wakixo, Loo 
Angelee Oraphie, Dec. 18, '15; * Kai9-il-lak thb Sikgbb 
to Nak-ku: Nak-ku Akswebs, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Jan.; Svmkee Dawk (Tbm-Etbs-Kiti), Pootry: 
A Magazine of Veree, Jan. 

Smerka, Otto, Fbom thb BamoB, Everybody's Magazine, 
May. 

Smith, Amy Lebree, Bbakdbd to that Ttpical pLAiKiXAir, 
L. S., Poetry: A Magaziine of Vsree, Aug. 
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Smith, G. H., Chuitmas at ths Zoo, YouiVi Companion, 
Dec. 23, *15. 

Smith, Lewis Worthington, The Road to Juke, Conteni' 
porary Ver»0, May. 

Smith, Marion Couthouy, Bt Oedee of the People, Th0 
Ontlook, Nov. 24, '15; The Flight and the Pamiko, 
Poet Lore, New Year's No. 

Smith, May Riley, The Child ik Me, The Forum, July. 

Smyth, Florida Watts, The Hosts of Kamehameha, Con- 
temporary Verse, Aug. 

Spaulding, Edith B., Mo Leakxeah Shee, Colonnade, Jan* 

St John, Bdna, Commukiok, Loe Angeles Graphic, Apr. 1. 

Stanley, Hal, Metamorphosis, Smart Set, Oct, '15. 

Stanton, Stephen Berrien, DAuinrLEss, Seribner^s Magazine, 
June. 

Starfouck, Mary S., A Noetb Sea Watch, Poetry Journal, 
Mar. 

Starbuck. Victor, * Night foe Advektuees, Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, Aug. 

Stephenson, Daisy D., Little Deeam Pokies, Youth's Com" 
panion, Apr. 13; Waeniko Easter Bukkt, Youth's 
Companion, Apr. 20. 

Sterling, George, The Passiko op Pieece, Beedy's Mirror, 
July 38; *The Wind, The Bellman, July 22; To Twi- 
light, Smart Set, Nov., '15; Three Soknetb ok Sleep, 
Poetry Journal, Jan.; *Yoseiute, San Francisco Call 
and Post, Oct. 22, '15. 

Stevens, Wallace, Bowl, Others, A Magazine of Verse, Mar.; 
DoMiKATioK OF Black, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, Mar.; * Ixscriptiok for a Monument, Others, 
A Magazine of the New Verse, Mar.; Six Significant 
Landscapes, * ill, * v. Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, Mar.; Song, Others, A Magazine of the New 
Verse, Mar.; Sunday Morning, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Nov., '15; Tattoo, Others, A Magazine of 
the New Verse, Mar.; The Florist Wears Knee- 
Breeches, Others, A Magazine of ths New Verse, Mar.; 
* Three Travellers Watch a Sunrise. Poetry: A 
Magazine of Verse, July. 

Stix, Helen, Hendon Flying Field at Moening, The 
Trimmed Lamp, Mar. 

Stoddard, Anna Glenn, The Friend, The Century, Jan. 

Stokes, William H., Refuge, Los Angeles Graphic, June 10; 
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SPBim's '*HTxvit>'' Lo$ Ang0U9 Orapkie, June S. 
Storky Charles Wharton, A Soxg ur Mabch» Cant0mporafy 

V$r$0, Mar.; * Ska Sovo, Mhuir$t, Apr. 
filorm. Theodor, Ths Toirxy trans, from the German bf 

P. H. Thomson, Po«l Lore, Spring Number. 
Snlliyan, Alan, * To Mt Childbix Asleif, Harpeft Maga* 

zvM, July. 
Sutherland, Harriet, A Bkavb Boy, Youth's Companion, 

June 1; Whkv Bobbb Ruks thb Cab, YovtKs Com^ 

panUm, Feb. 3; Whek ths Guim abb Gokb, Youik^i 

Companion, Aug. 17. 
Sutherland, Marjorie, Lhjbs or thb Vatut (D. W.), 

Midhmd: A Magazine of the Middle West, Aug. 
Sutton, £., *I]f Pbatbb op te Pipe, Seribner^e Magazine, 

Dec, '15. 
Swasey, Robert, The Cnr ik Summeb, Others, A Magazine 

of the New Veree, Jan. 
Sivift, Elisa Morgan, Cait it be Tbue? Seribner^e Maga- 
zine, July. 
Symonds, Harriet Whitney, Ik Makch, Wistm Riot, Youth's 

Companion, Mar. 9. 
Symons, Arthur, * Cleopatba ix Judaea, The Forum, June; 

* IsEULT or BaiTTAinr, Poetry Journal, Mar. 

T., J., The Tekple Steps, Poet Lore, New Year's No. 

Tagore, Rabindranath, *£piobams, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, September. 

Taylor, Malcokn, * £vbx-6oko. The New Bepuhlie, April 8. 

Teasdale, Sara, A Pbatbb, The Yale Review, Ju^; Afteb 
Death, The Bellman, March 4; Child, Child, Serib- 
ner^s Magazine, Jviy; Dew, The Century, May; 
Flames, Harper^s Magazine, February; Ik a Hospital, 
Harper^s Magazine, March; * Jewels, The Century, 
June; Leaves, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, October, 
1915; MoBKiKO, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, October, 
1915; Old Days, Smart Set, May; *Opek Wikdows, 
The Yale Review, July; * Paik, The Yale Review, July; 
*The Bbokek Field, The Yale Review, July; *The 
New Mook (From a Hospital Window), Smart Set, 
June; The Sikoeb, Poetry Review of America, May; 

* To THE MoTHEB OP A PoET, NoTth American Review, 
October, 1915. 

Thomas, Blanche, The Cnr, North American Review, Jan- 
uary. 
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Thomas, Edith M^ * At Cloib of Day,. Catholie World, Sep- 
tember; ^'O RB8TLE8B Lbaf," Harper's Magazine, No- 
yember, 1915; *Thb Ground Swell, Scribner'e Maga- 
zine, November, 1915; Theie GAEUiirTs, Scribner'e 
Magazine, May. 

Thomas, EHEabeth H., Snunro Rain, Youth's Companion, 
March 9S. 

Hiompson, Daphne Kieffer, Ikdlaka, Poetrg: A Magazine 
of Verse, May. 

Thomson, O. R. Howard, *Thb Modeik Ck>MEDY, Contemn 
porary Verse, July. 

Thome, J. H., Two LrmjB Ltucs, Smart Set, December, 
1915. 

Thornton, KomiUy, St. Jbak de Lue, Midland: A Magazine 
of the Middle West, March. 

Torrence, Ridgely, * I Will Sekd the CoMFOftTER, The New 
Bepiiblie, February 96; *Ths Sok (Southern Ohio 
Market Town), The New Bepublie, February 96. 

Tooker, Helen Vlotette, Rbaueatiok, The Century, June. 

Towne^ Charles Hanson, A Nobtherv Coast, The Century, 
November, 1915; The BLims Harper's Magazine, July; 
The Littub Book Shop, The Century, August; The 
LoiTEEEi, Harper^s Magazine, March; *Thb Quaeiel, 
Smart Set, February. 

Trombley, Albert B., Faie Doixs Contemporary Verse, 
June; REifTAmAvcx, Colonmade, Decnnber, 1915; To 
Youth (after de Banville), Poet Lore, Summer Num- 
ber. 

Tuibyflll, Mark, Thik Dat, Little Review, June-^July; The 
Rose Jae, Little Review, June-July. 

Turchen, Peter, I Am a Woman, Smart Set, February. 

Turner, Nancy Byrd, A Curious Thikg, Youth's Companion, 
February 17; A Hnrr to Teachers, Youth's Companion, 
May 95; Bobbt to Graitdma, YoulVs Companion, Feb- 
ruary 10; Easter Bells, YoutVs Companion, April 90; 
July Fourth, Youth^s Companion, June 29; Miss New 
Leaf, Youth's Companion, January 6; The Culprit, 
Youth's Companion, March 30; The Last Voyaoe, 
Youth's Companion, May 18; Twelve Good Men akd 
True, Boston Transcript. 

Twitchell, Anna Spencer, The Ukdbsired, The Forum, Jan- 
uary. 

Tyson, Mary Stuart, Easter Evev, Contemporary Verse, 
January; The Quest, Contemporary Verse, January. 
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Underbill, ETeljii, Iraofmnoir, Th§ Ma$Hi, Vf^bmnrj. 

Untermeycr, Jean SUrr, A Ballais Th$ MQ$i09, January; 
A Teachxi, Th0 Ma$i0$, January; * Buth, Tk§ M4U$0$, 
June; 'Clothbii Poetry B09UW of Anuriea, August; 
High Tmi, 7A# Ma9$0§, January; Mnuos, Smart 80t, 
December, 1915; Mocnnni, 7A# lfa#«##, September; 
*Soiroi» Tk§ Ma$i$9, Sq>tember; Toubaitci aitd 
TauTH, Th$ Ma$9$9, Marcb; Thx Ovs Wuh, n» 
Ma$909, January; *Tbb Pannniy Th$ Ma»90i, Sep- 
tember. 

Untermeyer, Louis, A BfAir, TM Cmttmrjf, June; * Bbautt, 
Poetry: A MagmkM of Vwi; June; * Etb Speaks, Tim 
Tal0 BevUw, January; Homs, Pottry: A Magazine 
of Verse, Sq>tember; * Job-Ptv-Wsed, Contemporary 
Verse, February; * Maoic, Poetry: A Magazlme of Verse, 
June; * Ok thb Pausadbs, The Century, October, 1915; 

* PoaiiAiT OF A Child, Poetry Review of America, May; 

* PoBTBAiT OF A DiUETTAKTB, The New BefmbUc, Feb- 
ruary 96; PoanAiT of a Poet, The Century, Noyember, 
1915; To A WsBFiifG Wnxow, The Masses, April; To 
ExGuufD (Upon the Execution of the Three Irish 
Poets— 'Pearse, MacDonagh and Plunkett— after the 
Uprising), The Masses, August; *To a Child of a 
REvoLunoirisT, The Century, December, 1915; *TaucB, 
The Masses, May; Vicroaiis, Poetry Journal, January. 

Untermeyer, Richard, A Sioit, Contemporary Verse, June. 

Upton, Minnie Lena, Thb Littlb Old Melodbok, Youth's 
Companion, Jufy IS. 

Upward, Allen, Baldub, Poetry: A Magaxine of Verse, 
May; Fikis, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, May; Hou- 
DATS, Poetry: A Magaxine of Verse, May. 



Vale, Charles, REaxnEM, The Forum, October, 1915; The 
Ukkaxed Dead^ The Forum, October, 1915. 

Valente, John, Ik a City of Ibok, The Forum, ApriL 

Van Buren, Jr., Frederick, The Coktebt, Seribner's Maga^^ 
zine, August. 

Van Cleve, Florence, Tbabs, Los Angeles Graphic, Septem- 
ber 23. 

Van Doren, Mark, The Libbabiak, Smart Set, October, 1915. 

Van Wyck, William, Acaosnc, Los Angeles Graphic, June 
17; AcBOfnc, Los Angeles Graphic, March 11; Ballad 



228 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



or Dead Womev, Lo9 Angelei Oraphie, June 10; Balt 
LAD OF Lost Idbau, Lot AngeUi Orapkie, September SO; 
CoKTBASTS, Los Angelst Oraphie, June 3; Love akd 
SoBBoWy Lo$ Angele$ Oraphie, November 6, 1915; 
Lullaby, Los Angeles Oraphie, July 17; Piozteebs, Los 
Angeles Oraphie, March 18; Sokkbt, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, July 92; Spook Riveb Akthologt Reflec- 
tions, Los Angeles Oraphie, August 15; Villakellb, 
Los Angeles Oraphie, June 17. 

Vandrake, R. F., The Gbaouate, Smart Set, December, 
1915. 

Von Droste, Annette, Tab Pool (trans, from the German 
bf P. H. Thomson), Poet Lore, Spring Number. 

Von LUiencron, Detky, Fbom Childhood (trans, from the 
German by Bernard Raymund), Poet Lore, Autumn 
Number, 1915; Ok thb Lokelt Haixio, Poet Lore, 
Spring Number. 

Waddell, EliBabeth, Ikcabcebatbd, The Masses, June; The 
Tekakt Fabmeb, The Masses, August; The Job, The 
Masses, February. 

Wagstaff, Blanche Shoemaker, Beauty Like a Bibd, Smart 
Set, June; Joy Like a Wild Bibd, Poetrg Journal, 
July; *Nabcisbu8, Poetry Journal, November, 1915; 
O Vita! O Mobs I Minaret, May; The Theft, Smart 
Set, November, 1915; Thbee Mabbiaoe Sokgs, *iii. 
Poetry Journal, March. 

Walsh, Thomas, Ik a Gabdek of Gbakada, House and 
Oarden, April; * Saikt Fbakcib to the Bibds, Serih' 
ner's Magazine, July; Wab, S'cribner^s Magazine, 
May. 

Ward, Lydia Avery Cooley, Ik ak Apbil Tomb, Los 
Angeles Oraphie, April 99; Shakespeabe, Los Angeles 
Oraphie, April 99, 

Ware, A., * Reflectioks, Poetry Journal, June. 

Warren, Gretchen, Sacbifice, Poet Lore, New Year's Num- 
ber; Spbiko akd Wikteb, Poet Lore, New Year's Num- 
ber; The Wild Bibd, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, 
July. 

Warren, Katharine, Fbost-Soko, Harper^s Magazine, Oc- 
tober, 1915. 

Washburn, Claude C, Flowebs ik Fbakcb, The BeUman, 
February 5. 
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Watson, ETdyn, Fmr Coimmov, C<nU§mporar^ V9T9$, 
June. 

Watson, Rosamund Marriott, Thi GAivn, Evryhod^$ 
Magaxku, April. 

Watson, Virj^a, Uvchabikd, Harp$r$ Magazh^, Norem- 
ber, 1915w 

Watties, WiUard, I Am that I Ax, Midkimd: A Magazim0 
of ik$ Middl$ W0st, June; Shakes, Shakes thi 
SwiiT-Tncnxu, Midland: A Magazine of ih€ MiddU 
W$»t, June; With Ishmabl, Midland: A Magazine of 
ik4 Middle West, Feb. 

Watts, Alfred, Ik thi Paiks Foa Faiouchb, Novuisn, 
1914, Other», A Magazine of the New Veree, Jan.; 
QvKsnoK Nocturkat^ Othere, A Magazine of the New 
Veree, Jan.; The Cubeent, Othere, A Magazine of the 
New Veree, Jan. 

Weaver, Ray Bennett, Sixes axd Sbveks, Midland: A 
Magazine of the Middle West, Aug. 

Weber, Max, Suv Feiece, Mieyaret, May. 

Weft, Bertha, ^Betoee Love Came," Colonnade, May. 

Welles, Winifred, Attee Soaaow, Contemporary Veree, 
Sept; Iir ak Old Home, Contemporary Veree, Sept 

Wells, Catherine, Wab, Poetrg : A Magazine of Veree, Nov., 
*15. 

Welsh, Robert Gilbert, At Odds, The Century, Mar.; 
Mothee, The Century, Sept; Russiax Sable, Reedy'e 
Mirror, June 90. 

West, Alvin, I Wokokb, Contemporary Veree, June; Nor 
OF the Wood, Contemporary Veree, May; Yestebdat, 
Contemporary Veree, June. 

Wetherill, J. K., Chikoisebie, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Dec, '15; The Heabt of the Hiohboais Poetry: A 
Magazine of Veree, Dec, '15. 

Wheelock, John Hall, Aloite, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
November, 1915; Beethoveit, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, November, 1915; Challekoe, Poetry Journal, 
December, 1915; Couktbt Chubchyabd, Contemporary 
Veree, April; Depabtube, Poetry Review of America, 
August; LoKO Ago, Harper' e Magazine, August; R»- 
TCBK Atteb Death, Contemporary Veree, February; 
Sovo AT NioHT, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Novem- 
ber, 1915; The Pbesekce, Smart Set, November, 1915; 
The Thought, Poetry Journal, December, 1915; 
• WHiF-PooB-Wnx, Poetry Journal, December, 1915; 
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Wisdom akd Bsautt, Poetry Jowmal, December, 1915. 

Whicher, George Meason, * At thb Grave op Ksatb, £f ar- 
pH^9 Magcasi»0, May. 

White, Louis At Music axd Apple Blossoms, Lot AngeUi 
Oraphic, June M. 

White, Viola ChittendeiH * Dutch Slumber Soxo, Poetry 
Review of America, Aug.; *To a Star Fish, Poetry 
Review of America, Aug. 

Whitelock, William Wallace, The God op Battle, Youth'e 
Companion, Jan. 90. 

Whitfor^ Robert Calvin, The Youko Woe, Contemporary 
Verse, Apr. 

Whiteside, M. B., To a Prikcess op Egypt, Iir a Museum, 
Reedy'e Mirror, Sept. 1. 

Whitney^ Helen Haj, Fireworks, Harper'e Magazine, 
Feb. 

Whiton, Juliet, A Paoak's Prater, Seribnei'e Magazine, 
June. 

Whittier, Mary Ira, At the Breaxpast Table, Poetry 
Journal, Dec, '15. 

Widdemer, Margaret, A Lost Comrade, Contemporary 
Veree, Feb.; Akd Ip You Came, Th^ Bellman, Apr. 
99; Chakgeuito, Poetry Review of America, July; Ht- 
Brasil, Contemporary Veree, July; I Took His 
Dreams, Contemporary Veree, Sept; Maket, Coi^ 
temporary Veree, July; *Mt Heart Said, ^^Hastbk!" 
The Bellman, July 99; October, Everybody'e Magazine, 
Oct, '15; Peace, The Century Magazine, Dec., '15; 
Peopub, The Bellman, Nov. IS, '15; *Tea, The Century, 
Sept; •The F auk's Sweetheart, The Trimmed 
Lamp, Feb.; The Old Thought, Harper' $ Magazine, 
Mar.; The Prisoiters, Contemporary Veree, Feb.; 
♦ Toys, The Century, July. 

Wilcox, Ella Wheeler, Poll Parrot's Reply, Youth'e Com- 
panion, July 97. 

Wilkinson, Florence, 'Blaxche op the Quarter, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, Jan.; "The Little Cap£ — 
Movtparkasse, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Jan. 

Wilkinson, Marguerite, Birth, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Verse, Nov., '15; My Lipe, Contemporary Veree, May; 
Shadows, Contemporary Veree, May; Sovo por my 
Mate, Smart Set, July; Summer nr Corokado, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, Aug.; The Charwoman, Poetry: 
A Magazine of Veree, Not., '15; The Lrtu Boat, 
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Smart Set, June; Thb Sujr» CofUempararif Vmr$€, Apr.; 

WuBXCE? C<mi$mporary V€r$0, Apr. 
Wilson, Helen L., Fiom a SsATifncAL Cubbk, Tk$ Ma$$9$, 

Aug. 
Wilson, Margaret Adelaide, Giivais, TA« Y<A0 BevUw, 

Apr.; To a Ricoio or Hbb Voigb, ContHnporary 

V0r$0, Ftb.i To thb Spoilbbi, Ctmt^mporary V0r§0, 

Mar. 
Williams, Ella Rojal, Lifb Contbxtmbkt, Minar§t, Jan. 
Williams, Martha McCulloch, Ak Ou> Wixd^ Th$ Crafti- 

man. Mar. 
Williams, William Carlos, Epiobaxmb, Othen, A Magazim 

of ih0 New V€r$0, Feb.; Mbtbic Fioubb, Othen, A 

Magazine of the New Veree, Feb.; To a Soutabt 

DisciPLB, Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Feb.; 

ToucuB, Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Feb.; 

Tbact, Othere, A Magazine of the New Veree, Feb. 
Williamson, Estelle M., To thb Hota, A Plea fob Ukiybb- 

SAL Pbace, Loe Angelee Graphic, Dec 93, *15. 
Winslow, Rosalind, Gbbakiums, The Maeeee, Julj. 
Wirth, Grace Maj, Gaboekiko, YouUi'e Companion, June 

Wolff, Adolf, FiBBFLiEs, Othere, A Magazine of the New 

Veree, May-June; Fibefubs, Poetry: A Magazine of 

Veree, Sept 
Wood, Charles Ersldne Scott, A Soko of Beauty, The 

Maeeee, June. 
Wood, Clement, Spbiko Piece, Poetry: A Magazine of 

Veree, Apr.; *Thb Likk, Poetry: A Magazine of 

Verse, Apr. 
Woodberry, George Edward, * Edith Caveix, Seribner'e 

Magazine, Feb.; ♦Piquabt, Seribnei^e Magazine, Feb. 
Woods, Bertha Gereaixz, Thb Waif, Youth'e Companion, 

Mar. 23. 
Woods, William Hervey, Dumb Wftkess, Seribner'e Maga- 
zine, Dec, '15. 
Worth, Patience, * Food o' Mook*8 Beams, Eeedy*e Mirror, 

Oct. 8, '15; A Thank TmE Tale, Beedy'e Mirror, Noy. 

19, '15; CHRiiT-TiDE, Beedy'e Mirror, Dec. 7, '15; 

* Jesus by the Sea, Beedy'e Mirror, Apr. 14, '15; 

* Lullaby, Beedy'e Mirror, Oct. 8, '15; * RESUBBEcnoK, 
Beedy'e Mirror, Apr. 14, '15. 

Wright, W. Lyndon, Air Autumk Soko, Colonnade, Oct., 
'15. 
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Yeats, William Butler, Mbmokt, Poetry: A Magaxim of 
Vene, Feb.; •Oki Womak, Po€try: A Magazine of 
Vene, Feb.; The Dawk, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Feb.; *Thb Fuheekak, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, 
Feb.; The Hawk, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Feb.; 
The Phqekix, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Feb.; 
The Scholais, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Feb.; 
The Th(»k Tiee, Poetry: A Magazine of Veree, Feb.; 
*Theie n A QuEEK IK Chika, Poetry: A Magazine of 
Veree, Feb. 

Young, Anne W^ The Name, The Maeeee, Apr. 

Young, William, 'Befoee the Deluge, The Tale Review, 
Oct., '15. 

Zobel, Mjron, I Am a PEanMisT, The Century, Sept.; Mt 

Lo¥E, Smart Set, Feb. 
Zorach, Marguerite, Hoko Koko, Olhere, A Magazine of 

the New Veree, Jan.; Lalla Ram, Othere, A Magazine 

of the New Veree, Jan. 
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VOLUMES OF POEMS PUBLISHED 
DURING 1916 

Adcock, A. St John. 8img$ of th$ World War. Cedl 

Palmer and Hayward. 
Aiken, Conrad. The Jig of FonUn, The Foar Seaa Co. • 
Aiken, Conrad. 7«cni# and Mooio$. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Alden, Raymond Macdonald, Editor. The SonnsU of 8hako» 

$p€ar0. From the Quarto of 1609. With Variorum 

Readings and Commentary. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Aldington, Richard. Imag§$ Old and NoWk The Four Seaa 

Co. 
Aldis, Mary. FkuhlighU. DuAdd and Co. 
Arensberg, Walter Conrad IdoU. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Arnold, Sir Edwin. Indkm Pootry amd Indian IdyU. E. 

P. Dutton and Co. 
Ayer, Mary AUette, Editor. Our Motkor$, Lothrop, Lee 

Shepaid and Co. 

Babcock, Edwina Stanton. Greek Wayfarere. G. P. Put- 

nam*8 Sons. 
Bailey, L. H. IFiiid and Weather. Charles Scribner's 

Sons. 
Barker, Elsa. Sonye of a Vagrom Angel. Mitdiell Ken- 

nerley. 
Bates, Katharine Lee. Fairy Gold. E. P. Dutton and Co. 
Belloc, Hilaire. Vereee. Laurence J. Gomme. 
Ben^ Stephen Vincent Fice Men and Pompey. The 

Four Seas Co. 
Betts, C. L. Selected Poeme. Associated Authors. 
Biddle, Livingston Ludlow. The Undereianding HiUe. 

Dodd, Mead, and Co. 
Bladcwell, Captain C. W. 8ong$ from the Trenehet. John 

Lane Co. 
Bottomley, Gordon. Laodice and Danae: A Play in One 

Act. The Four Seas Co. 
Brennan, Ignatius. Hwmoroue Poeme. Richard G. Badger. 
Bridges, Madeline. The Open Book. The Knickerbocker 

Press. 
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Firkins, Chester. Poems. Sherman, French and Co. 
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A SELECT LIST OF BOOKS ABOUT POETS 
AND POETRY 

JR. Imagkiaiiou md B««#f<«#. The Macmillan Co. 

Baker, Arthur K A T#Miy«o» DietUmary. B. P. DnttoD 

and Co. 
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Lane Co. 
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Hiley, Fleming H. Revell Co. 
Lee, Sir Sidney. A Life of Shaksepeare (new edition). 
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Manning, Clarence Augustus. A Study of Archaiem in 
Euripidee. Columbia University Press. 

244 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Matthews, Brander, and Thorndike, Ashley Horace. 
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v&reUy. Columbia University Press. 

Reid, Forrest W. B. Teate: A Critieai Study. Dodd, 
Mead & Co. 

Salaman, Malcolm. Shakeepeare in Pictorial Art. John 

Lane Co. 
Sprague, Homer B. Studies in Shakeepeare. The Pilgrim 

Press. 
Slopes, Mrs. C. C Skakeepeare^e Industry. ■ The Macmil- 

lan Co. 
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Macmillan Co. 
Ticknor, Caroline. Poe^s Helen, Charles Scribner's Scms. 

Watts-Dunton, Theodore. Old Familiar Faces. £. P. But- 
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245 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FIFTEEN IMPORTANT VOLUMES OF POEMS 
PUBLISHED IN 1916 

Th4 Jig of FortUm, A Symphony of ViaMfiouB Aduf^ 
tur§. By Cowrad Aikon. {Tbt Four Seas Co.) Mr. Aikea 
has written a long poem in wliicfa tlie liero tells his ** Ticar- 
ious adventures." He conducts the reader through the 
channels of his reflections, wlilch brood upon incidents that 
would be sordid and immoral if they were not vitalised with 
some far-reaching speculations on truth and destiny. The 
poem in a sense is starlc realism, with all those elements of 
modernity which brings one face to face with humanity. 

L%f0 and Living. By Am$lia Josephine Burr. (George 
H. Doran Co.) Impulsiveness has been a part of Miss 
Burr's poetic charm. But in this new volume it no longer 
vanishes off in moods that grow vague as a distinct echo. 
The fearless observation of life reflected in this collection 
shows a notable advance in her art She commands a 
technique of admirable simplicity; she has an instinctive 
sense of music. Her power of visualisation is of a hig^ 
order. She sings in the truest sense, being a suggester and 
interpreter of life and experience^ holding no brief, except 
for what is lovely and true. 

April Airt. By BUi$ Carnum. (Small, Maynard and 
Co.) In this volume we And Mr. Carman again giving 
voice to the elemental things of the world. He is alwund- 
ingly youthful and ardent. He gives us the **unworn ritual 
of eternal things.** The poet does not talce us into the 
school of exhortations, but rather out into the open where 
the lessons are from nature's own hand, bounteous with her 
beauties and delights, with her mysteries and magic of 
flower and wind, and roads and skies and streams. He is 
possessed of an imaginative vision clear as sunlight. 

V0r$€. By Adelaids Orapiey. (The Manas Press, 
Rochester, N. Y.) Verse with the economy of speech and 
the prodigality of spirit, verse that wears its own habit of 
adornment, and that has its own miraculous vision of life, 
is the kind of verse Adelaide Crapsey has left us. This 
volume is the remarkable testament of a spirit flashing ^ un- 
quenched defiance to the stars." In form the verses are 
perfectly chiseled gems. Miss Crapsey invented a form 
called '^ Cinquains," in which is contained a dynamic mood 
or thought The vigor and depths of the poet's emotional 
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and imaginative force are, in these, -at their best. The 
power to condense the abstract inner mood into this utter- 
ance so concrete, so swiftly^ and o<verpowering}y trans- 
formed, has all the evidence of that extraordinary quality 
we call genius. 

The CycW$ Rim. By Olive TUford Dargam. (Charles 
Scribner's Sons.) In this sonnet-sequence Mrs. Dargan 
produces a poem that comes near to being a masterpiece. 
It is a memorial, but each individual sonnet is a wreath of 
intellectual analysis in which the flowers of emotion and 
imagery are set as in a design. 

MounUnn IntervaL By Robert FroeU (Henry H<dt 
and Co.) All the qualities which we have come to associate 
with Mr. Frost's poetry are here repeated with a broader 
conception of the spirit of rural New £ngland life, and a 
technique of verse more tightly woven to the principles 
of rhythm developed in his earlier volumes. The poems in 
this collection however, are more compressed in substance. 
There are pieces of sheer lyrical beauty, filled with the 
color and atmosphere of the New England countryside; and 
there are narratives such as ''Snow" and ''In the Home 
Stretch," which for suspense and characterization are handled 
with supreme invention. That indescribable magic which Mr. 
Frost evokes from the plain and severe quality of New 
England life and character glows again in these pages. 

The Story of Eleusie. By Lowe F. Ledoux. (The Mac- 
millan Co.) Mr. Ledoux of all our younger American 
poets, is the most thqroughly imbued with the classic mood. 
He expresses a genuine passion, there is no false simula- 
tion, no reflection of a glamor that is remote by association, 
or is the thin echo of oSaer imaginative voices. The " Story 
of Eleusis" dealing with the legend of Persephone and 
Demeter, is a poetic play' in which the poet symbolizes the 
flnal triumph of the soul over darkness. The art of the 
play is built up with rhythms whose elaborate and grave 
music is all the more impres^ve fqr the simplicity of dic- 
tion. From the beginning to the end <me feels the con- 
sciousness of its ar^tectonic values, the sense of a monu- 
mental mood embodied in the fitting materials of speech. 

Men, Women and Qhoete. By Amy Lowell. (The Mac- 
millan Co.) Definitely the verse-stories in this volume place 
Miss Lowell among the contemporary poets who have 
arrived. Now that her art, an art built upon the ele- 
ments of revolt against tradition, has amply and fully 
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functioned to a degree where it can no longer be assailed 
for either inadequacy or wilfulness; her substance alone 
offers a matter for controversy. But the substance is liere 
with an astonishing measure of emotional and visionary 
power. It is seldom to be discerned by any test of sub- 
jective sentiment; she knows experience as something spun 
like fine sunshine thrown over life, and from which she 
evckea an objective pattern more universal than particular. 
It is a reading of life, dramatic, vivid, effective, in which 
delicate and tender moods, are as expressive as those vigor- 
ous strokes in which qualities of romantic terror and nat- 
uralism abound. 

8<mgt and 8<Uir§f. By Edgar L00 MatUn. (The Mac- 
millan Co.) The Masters of ** Songs and Satires,** will not 
hold our attention as he held it in tlie ** Spoon River An- 
thology." The reason is obvious, and must not be counted 
against Mr. Masters, because it is largely, in fact wholly, 
the difference between reading a work with interrelated in- 
terests, reacting upon each other like a novel, and a work 
of quite independent parts. The diversity of themes in 
^ Songs and Satires,** is hardly less conspicuous than tlie 
forms which are employed in tiiis volume. Hie exact 
cadoice of the free verse which gave ''Spoon River An- 
thology ** its unusual character is not often presented here. 
There is ample evidence of it to show that Mr. Masters has 
not and does not intend to abandon its practice. Three or 
four of the most striking x>oems in this volume are written 
in this manner; but he uses for the most part the general 
conventions of metre, giving them their individual qualities 
by the adaptations of variety for the peculiar substantive 
purpose in hand, a common experiment with all good poets 
in our tongue. His materials in these poems are not es- 
sentially different from the materials of the ^Anthology,** 
if we regard a certain aspect of life which it is not pleasant 
to bring to the gaie of the market-place. They make that 
naked reality which goes with experience, desire in all its 
nudity, with tints of countenance, hue of limbs, subtieties 
of warm, vivid flesh; every differentiating quality symbol- 
ising the cynical, satiric, ironic, pathetic, inexplicable para- 
dox of soul and body. 

The Night Court and Other Verse, By Buth Comfort 
Mitchett. (The Century Co.) Miss Mitchell (in private 
life Mrs. William Sanborn Young) has a real and impress 
sive power of imagination. Her highest poetic quality is a 
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little difficult to describe because it is at once both literal 
and symbolic. There is no one among our younger poets 
with quite her power of compressing the abstract and ex- 
panding the concrete within the same emotional furnace. 
For a first book this collection is an excellent accomplish- 
ment. There is a maturity of touch that seems incredible 
for a young x>oet; apart from the art, what is still more 
striking, is the substance which is streaked with so many 
gleams of a strong visual imagination. 

War and Laughter, By James Oppenheim. (The Cen- 
tury Co.) Blended with ^ social message in which democ- 
racy is habited with a spiritual vision, Mr. Oppentieim*8 
poems in this volume give us a sense of the richness of the 
world. His philosophy is an acceptance of the esdstence to 
be experienced between war and laughter. It is a philosophy 
that has its roots in the earth, and its flower in the air of 
eternity. The struggle going oa in man between his desire 
and possession, between his body and spirit, can be con- 
quered by laughter. That is to say, man's salvation is in his 
natural joys. This volume will tend to confirm the impres- 
sion made by ** Songs for the New Age,** that the social vision 
has in Mr. Oppenheim a channel of expression that is as 
vigorous with affirmation as it is subtle in symbolisation, as 
colorful in image as it is natural in rhythmic balance. 

HarvettMoon, By Josephine Preston Peabody, (Hough- 
ton Mifflin Co.) litis is the first book we have had from 
Mrs. Maries for several years, and it comes as a serious and 
profound commentary on the ethical and moral aspects of 
war. The passionate substance of these poems rendered 
with all the subtle music and striking imagery which the 
poet has at hand, will leave an impressive record of this 
world-stormy period few, if any, American poets will ap- 
proach. A spiritual significance rises from the poignant 
utterances of these poems and will have a determining 
influence upon man's attitude towards the senseless per- 
petuation of war. The volume sets a spark to the re- 
awakened conscience of humanity. 

The Man Against the Sky. By Edwin Arlington Robin- 
son. (The Macmillan Co.) Here is a poet with the most 
individual art of any in America^ and he achieves it by a 
process that is baffling because it is simple. It can be 
studied in the titular poem ** The Man Against the Sky." In 
this ode we find the poet dealing with the lofty aspirations of 
humanity to achieve through the individual its high destiny, 
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with ft commentarj oo Hm meaiif and ideals, the diecks and 
limitatioiis of tnulitloiiay and the bold reliances upon 
prophetic orientatJons of Hm spirit Ov«r and over again 
the poet faces the inescapable future with clear and unper- 
turbed reoognitioD; and in dissecting the experiences of life, 
he lifts the appalling oppresdveness of its truth bj « 
cleansing sense of humor. This Tolume contains the 
greatest poem ever written oo Shakespeare, and numerous 
others which given the studj that all profound and magical 
work demands, will satisfy tiie most exacting that in Mr. 
Robinson American poetry has to-day its deepest vision and 
most enduring qpeedL 

Sea oMi Bay. By OharU$ WhairUm Stork, (John Lane 
Co.) Mr. Stork has put the bay-folk of Rhode Island into 
a narrative poem that has a veiy telling significance. He 
has done, in a measure, for sou^em New England wliat a 
great many poets have done for the northern part He has 
done it individually, and without leaning in any sense upon 
the success or achievements of his contemporaries of the 
north. He shows the influence of Urn bay and sea upon a 
man's life. A captivating link of episodes and situations 
carry one throuf^ the narrative with unabated interest 
Songs of a fine lyrical quality are dispersed throughout the 
poem. Mr. Storkfs accomplishment is not only marked for 
its poetic quality, but also for the story-interest 

Fruii-Oath0rinff. By Sir Babmdraaaih Tagor§. (The 
Macmillan Co.) A coUectkni of the Bengali poet's transla^ 
tions of his own work in the beautiful style and mystical feel- 
ing of ** GitanjaU." The message of this mystic, ^diich gave 
a new sense of life and eternity to the English speddng 
world a few years ago, will be welcomed in this new cc^ec- 
tion which the admirers of the poet will not fail to make one 
of their most cherished verse-possessions of the year. 
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ARTICLES AND REVIEWS OF POETS AND 
POETRY PUBLISHED DURING 1916 

Thk Uit iff not confined to artiek$ on American po§t$ or 
poetry, but include$ articlci and r$view$ dealing wUh all 
aepecte of poetry in American pubUcatione. While the list 
iff extensive it iff not claimed to be complete. It provides, 
however, a valaable working source of reference for any who 
wish to make a critical study of contemporary poetry either 
American or European, In making the index conform to 
the titles, especially to the reviews in Uterary newspapers, it 
has been necessary for convenience, to supplement the titles 
of articles with names of authors and volumes, 

Aiken, Conrad. Illusory Freedom in Poetry. Poetry Jour^ 
nal. May. 
Looking Pegasus in the Mouth. Poetry Journal, Feb. 
Prizes and Anth<dogies. Poetry Journal, Noy.» '15. 
Alden, Raymond M. Recent Poetry. Dial, Jan. 6, Mar. 30» 

July 15. 
Aldington, Richard. A Note on St^hen^ Mallarmft. 

Poetry Review of America, Sept. 
Aldis, Mary. Some Imagist Poets: 1916. Little Review, 

June-July. 
Amram, Beulah B. Swinburne and Carducci. TaU Re* 

view, Jan. 
Anderson, Margaret C. The Poet Speaks. Little Review, 

Apr. 
Anon. A Poet of the 'Nineties (Lionel Johnson). Poetry: 
A Magazine of Verse, Mar. 
Poems and Letters of XlOTs A Soul in Prison. Harper^s 

Magazine, Sept. 
Songs of Erin's Poet-Martjrrs. Reedy's Mirror, July 7. 
The Singing Man with the Hoe. Unpopular Review, Jan. 
Unpublished Papers of the Brownings. Harper's Maga- 
zine. Mar. 
Armstrong, Ralph. Romance of Bayard Taylor. The 
Bookman, Nov., '15. 

Baxter, Sylvester. Ruben Dariot Spanish America's Gr«at 
Poet Poetry Review of America, June. 

Belden, H. M. The Medivral Popular Ballad. Sewanee 
Review, 
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Bellows, Henry Adams. Cawein and Rileyx Poets of 

America. Th§ B§ttwum, Aug. 19. 
Out of Shropshire, TK$ Belimtm, June S. 
Verse, Poetry and Prose. The Bellman, Apr. 15. 
Bicknell, Percy F. Watts-Dunton and His Circle. Dial, 

Mar. 16. 
Blackwell, Alice Stone. An Hungarian Poet. Poet Lore, 

Spring Na 
Bradford, TjamalieL Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. The 

Bookmtm, Nov., '15. 
Walt VrUtman. The Bookman, Jan. 
Braithwaite, William Stanley. A Laureate of the Verdant 

Fields (Francis Ledwidge). Boston Traneeript, Jan. 
A Modem Poet of Old-Fashioned Song (Charles Hanson 

Towne). Ibid., April 1. 
A New England Poem (Stork's ** Sea and Bay"). Ibid., 

June 3. 
A Poet Comes Out of Mississippi (William Alexander 

Percy). Ibid,, Jan. 99. 
A Potent Exponent of Free Verse (Alfred Kreymborg). 

Ibid., May 90. 
A Poet from the Far East (Sarojini Naidu). Ibid., 

Sept 97. 
A Poet Who Speaks from California (George Sterling). 

Ibid., Sept. 90. 
A Poetic Apostle of Goblins and Pagodas (John Gould 

Fletcher). Ibid., May 17. 
Amelia Josephine Burr*s Book of Poems. Ibid. 
Amy Lowell Again Assails Tradition. Ibid., Oct 91. 
Amy Lowell on the Music of Speech. Ibid., Sept. 9. 
Conrad Aiken's New Tales in Verse ("Turns and 

Movies"). Ibid., Mar. 95. 
Homer Made New by Hermann Hagedom. Ibid., Mar. 

15. 
James Whitcomb Riley. Ibid., July 96. 
John Masefield, Master of the Sonnet Ibid., Feb. 16. 
Margaret Widdemer as Poet and Idealist Ibid., Jan. 5. 
Masefield, the New Chaucer. Ibid., Jan. 15. 
More News from " Spoon River." Ibid., Mar. 99. 
Percy MacKaye and the Nation's Rebirth. (**The Im« 

migrants.") Ibid., Jan. 19. 
Sara Teasdale. Ibid., Aug. 8. 
Spoon River Anthology. The Forum, Jan. 
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The Book of Winifred Maynard. Boston Transcript, 

Oct. 11. 
The Creed of a New Poetic Catholicism (*' Catholic An- 
thology"). J6mI., Mar. 18. 
The Emergence of a Chicago Versifier (Carl Sandburg). 

Ibid., May 13. 
The Emotionalism of Arthur Symons ('"Tragedies"). 

i6tVI., Sept 93. 
The Fine Art of an American Poet (Louis V. Ledoux). 

Ibid., Oct 2S. 
The High Priest of English Humor (Sir Owen Seaman). 

Ibid. 
The Imaginative Vision of Bliss. Carman. Ibid., May 10. 
The Latest Quintessence of Imagism. Ibid., May 6. 
The Lutanists of Midsummer. Ibid., Wednesdays, July 
13-Sept 13. 

I. July 13: Elsa Barker, Mitchell S. Buck, Donald 

Evans, Cuthbert Wright. 
IL July 19: Mary Aldis, Norreys Jephson O'Conor, 

Lewis Worthington Smith. 
IIL July 36 i Poems of the Irish Revolutionary 
Brotherhood, A. St John Adcock, J. C. Squire, 
George Sylvester Vieredc 
rV. Aug. 9: Anthologies edited by Mrs. Waldo Rich- 
ards, Alfred Kreymborg, Alfred Noyes, Rich- 
ard Wilson. 
V. Aug. 9: Caroline Stem, Frederick Mortimer 

Clapp, Robert Carlton Brown. 
VI. Aug. 16: Witter Bynner, Gustaf Eroding, Ches- 
ter Firkins. 
VII. Aug. 23: Walter Conrad Arensberg. 
VIII. Aug. 30: Madeline Bridges, Ignatius Brennan, 
Strickland Gillilaa» Anthony Euwer. 
IX. Sept 6: George Reginald Margetson, Gilbert 
Frankau, John R. Strong, Laura E. Lockwood. 
X. Sept. 13: Katharine Adams, Isabel Moore, Bea- 
trice Chase. 
The Lyrical Voice of a Popular Poet (Denis A. Mc- 
Carthy). Ibid., Sept 30. 
"The Man Against the Sky." Ibid., Feb. 26. 
The Poems of Ruth Comfort Mitchell. Ibid., Oct. 14. 
The Rise of a Canadian Poet (Duncan Campbell Scott). 
Ibid., Oct 4. 
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The Sabstance af Poetry. Poetry IU9i§w of AtMriea, 

May. 
The Visknuuy Soul of William Blake, Bostim Traiaeript, 

Jan. 8. 
William Morris, the Master Craftsman. Bo$ion Tram^ 

teript, Jan. 19. 
William Shakespeare s TercenUkiary Tributes. BosUm 

Tramteript, Apr. 99. 
Brawley, Benjamin G. Pre-Raphaelitism. South Atlantie 

QiHarUrlf, Feb. 
Br^gy, Katharine. The Shakespeare Tercentenary. Caik- 

oUe World, Apr. 
Bretherton, Cyril H. Onr Hand-Picked Poets. Lo9 

Angeles OrapMe, F^ 19. 
Bronner, Milton. James Elroy Flecker — English Par- 
nassian. The Bookmam, Aug. 
Brooks, Alfred. New ** Old'* Poetry. Dto/, June B. 
Brown, Arthur C L. The Great Saga of Ireland. An 

Ancient Irish Epic Tales Tain Bo Cualnge. (Trans. 

and edited by Joseph Dunn.) Dial, May 95. 
Brown, Edmund R. A Master of Tliougbt and Speech 

(Edwin Arlington Robinson). Poetry Journal, Mar. 
Buss, Kate M. French War Poets. Poetry Review of 

America, Sept. 

C, S. T. Browsings in an Old Book Shop. Dec 95, '15. 

Anthology of Magazine Verse for 1915. Jan. 8. John 

Domie. Apr. 99. Tributes to the Master Poets. 

Apr. 1. Whitman. Mar. 18. William Blake. Lot 

Angeles Oraphie, 
Campbell, Killis. New Notes on Poe*s Early Tears* Dial, 

Feb. 17. 
Canby, Henry S. Poetry for the UnpoeticaL Harper's 

Magazine, Jan. 
Carman, Bliss. Hovey -- How He Wrote ** Barney McGee.** 

The Bookman, Jan. 
Carruth, W. H. Dante in a New Translation. Dial, Oct. 

98, '15. 
Cockerell, T. D. A. William Morris and the Worid To-day. 

Dial, Dec 9, '15. 
Colton, Arthur. What is Meant by Poetry? Unpopular 

Review, July. 
Colum, Mary. The Later Yeats. Poetry: A Magaxine of 

Verse, Feb. 
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Colum, Padralc Egoism in Poetry. The N$w Republic, 

Nov. 20, '15. 
Stephen Phillips. The New Republic, Dec 25, '15. 
The Irish Revolutionists. Little Review, June-July. 
Comfort, W. W. Studies of French Vers Libristes (Amy 

Lowell's « Six French Poets.") Dial, Mar. 2. 
Comer, Cornelia A. P. Poetry To-day. Atlantic Monthly, 

Apr. 
Coming, A. Elwood. Mraiories of Will Carieton. The 

Forum, Aug. 
Crawford, Nelson Antrim. An Interesting Bit of Folk 

Poetiy. Dial, Jan. 6. 
Crothers, S. M. Gregariousness of Minor Poets. Atlantic 

Monthly, Sept 

De Casseres, Benjamin. Shelley. Poetry Journal, July. 
De la Selva, Salomon. Ruben Daria Poetry: A Magazine 

of Veree, June. 
De Menil, Alexander. Poets and Poetry. Hesperian: Oct.- 

Dec, '15, Jan.-Mar., Apr.^une. 
Denison, ArUiur. New American Poet (William Alexander 

Percy). Lot Angelet Graphic, Aug. 5. 
Donnelly, Lucy Martin. Poet and Feminist The Ne^ 

RepubUc, Apr. 29. 
Drinkwater, John. Rupert Brooke. The Forum, Dec, '15. 

Eby, Th. A Corporate Maecenas. The New Republic, 

Jan. 8. 
Erskine, John. John Masefield. Poetry Review of Amer- 

ica, July. 

F., A. Two Belgian Poets. Poetry: A Magaai^ne of Vene, 

May. 
Ficke, Arthur Davison. A Divine Visionary. Dial, Oct. 
14, '15. , 
Imagism and Plagiarism. Dial, Dec. 9, '15. 
Firkins, O. W. American Verse. The Nation, Aug. 7. 
Amy Lowell and Others. The Nation, Jan. 22. 
British Poets: Gibsob and Others. The Nation, Oct 12. 
Magazine Verse for 1915. The Nation, 
Recent Poetry. The Nation, Mar. 2. 
Rupert Brooke and Other English Poets. The Nation, 

Feb. 10. 
Singers New and Old. The Nation, Jan. 6. 
Tak-Tellers and Lyrists. The Nation, May 25. 
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Fletcher, John Gould. Patterns in Criticism. B§0df$ 

Mirror, Feb. 4. 
Rupert Brookes An Estimate. Th^ T ri mm $ d Laimp, 

Mar. 
Three ImagiiBt Poets. lAttU E^tUyo, May-Jone^ulj. 

GamuKms, Har<dd W. Vers Libre ** Rfaytfamus '^ and Mat- 
thew Arnold. Po^tr^ Bmrino of AfMriea, Jufy, 

Gardner, Bdmund G. The AUdfaig Power of Dante. Caik- 
olie World, Oct, '15. 

Gilder, Rosamond. Letters of Ridiard Wation Gilder. 
Th0 C0fUury, Sept 

Govham, Herbert S. Poetic Drama. Poetry Journal, Apr. 

Hackett, Frands. 1887-1915 (Collected Poems of Rupert 
Brooke). The Now Bopmblic, Dec 18. '15. 
The Brooke Legend. Tko Now B§publie, Feb. 5. 
**The Immortal Residue" (Verse, by Adelaide Crapsey). 

Tho Now BopubUe, Jan. 99. 
The New Generation (B. L. Masters' ** Songs and 
Satires"). 7^ Now B§pubUe, Apr. 99. 
Haller, William. Byron and the British Consdenoe. 

Sowanoo Booiow, Feb. 
Hdd^ Conrad C. Some Moorish Influences xxpoa the Folk- 
songs of Spain. CoUmmade, July. 
Henderson, Alice Corbin. Japanese Poetry. Poetry: A 

Magazine of Vor$; Nov., '15. 
Hervcy, John L. Apropos Poetical ** Patterns." Beodfi 
Mirror, Jan. 91. 
Emily Dickinson. Beedy'o Mirror, Oct 1, 15. 
Of Poetic Finality. Beedy'o Mirror, June 16. 
Of the Source of a River (Spoon River Anthology). 

B$$dy'$ Mirror, Feb. 4. 
Some Further Remarks About Bryant Dial, Dec 9, '15. 
The ** Distinction" of LongfeUow. Dial, Jan. 90. 
Holloway, R. £. Whitman in New Orleans. Tho Yale Be- 

v%ew» 
Hunt, Richard. The New Poetry— and Miss LowelL Na- 
tional Magazine, Sept 

Johns, Orrick. In Defence of the Imagists. Beedg'e Mir- 

ror, Apr. 7. 
Johnson, Martyn. The New Poetry. The Trimmed Lamp, 

Jan. 
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Knish, ADiie» and Morgan, EmanueL The Spectric School 

of Poetiy. Beedy't Mirror, June 2S. 
Lamb, Louis Albert Mr. Braithwaite's 1915 Anthology. 
B§€dy'$ Mirror, Jan. 7. 
Poetics, then Prayers (Amy Lowell's "Six French 
Poets"). B0§d!f't Mirror, Dec. 31, '15. 
Lippman, Walter. Miss Lowell and Things. TJ^e N0w Be- 

p^He, Mar. 18. 
Lowell, Amy. Carl Sandburg. Poetry Beview of America, 
July. 
** Prises and Anthologies " Again. Poetry Journal, Jan. 
The New Manner in Modern Poetry. The New Bepvblic, 

Mar. 4. 
Two Imagist Poets. Poetry Bevi^w of America, June. 
Lowes, John Livingston. An Unacknowledged Imagist 
The Nation, Feb. 24. 

M. T. S. Voltairine Dc Clcyre. Beedfe Mirror, Nov. 12, 

'15. 
Mann, Dorothea Laurance. Mr. Braithwaite and a Na- 
tional Poetry. The BeUman, Jan. 99. 
Maries, Jeannette. Contemporary Poetry in the Class 

Room. Poetry Beview of America, June. 
Marolf, Louis C. The Imperishable Elements of Poetry. 

Dial, Sept. 16, '15. 
Mason, James F. Emile Faguet Dial, Aug. 15. 
MaUhews, Brander. ''Hamlet" with Hamlet Left Out 

The Yale Beviev>, 

Uncollected Poems of H. C. Bunner. The Bookman, 

July. 
War Songs. Everybody's Magazine, July. 
McCoy, SamueL ''Contemporary Verse." Poetry Bevieio 

of America, Aug. 
BfcGill, Anna B. Madison Cawein. Sewanee Beview, 

Dec, '15. 
McNicoll, niomas Stewart Raleigh or Shakespeare. 

Beedy'i Mirror, Dec. 17, '15. 
Michelson, Max. Arensberg and the New Reality. Poetry: 

A Magazine of Verse, July. 
Miller, Alice Duer. White Magic (Walter de la Mare's 

"The Listeners") The New Bepublic, Apr. 15. 
Monahan, Michael Our Best Loved Poet (James Whitcomb 

RUey). The Phceniof, Dec,, '15. 
Monroe, Harriet Chicago Granite. Poetry: A Magazine 

of Verse, May. 
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C3iri8tma8 and the Poetg. Pottrif: A UagaiAm of V&r$§, 

Dec^ '15. 
Down Eaat. Po§try: A Magaxin^ of V§r$§, May. 
Shakespeare. Po§try: A UaffoxihM of Vt$€, Apr. 
The Death of Stephen Phillips. Postry: A Magaaim$ of 

V0rte, Feb. 
The Poetry of George Sterling. Poetry: A Uagaxh^ of 
V0rt0, Mar. 
Moore, CSiarles Leonard. The Lyric Lord. Dial, Nov. 11, '15. 
Morgan, Appleton. Shakespeare — His Third Centeimial. 

CathoUe World, Apr. 
Moses, Montrose J. John Masefidd. The BeUnum, Feb. 

Nicholson, Meredith. James Whitcomb Riley. AtknUie 

Monthly, Sept 
Noguchi, Yone. W. B. Yeats. The Bookmam, June. 

Shakespeare in Japan. The NaUon, July sn, 
Northrup, Clark S. The Growth of Tennyson's Reputation 

(" The Life and Thnes of Tennyson, 1809-1850," T. R. 

Lounsbury). Dial, Apr. 27. 
Noyes, Alfred. Henley —Last of the Buccaneers. Th4 

Bookman, June. 

Oppenheim, James. Democracy in Verse and Art. New 

York Times, Jan. 
O Shcel, Shaemas. Where Great Vision Is. The Forum, 

Jan. 

Parker, CBfford S. Professor LongfcUow. Colonnade, 

May. 
PasTolsky, Leo. The Poet-Prince of Russia. Harper's 

Weekly, Dec. 18, '15. 
Phdps, William Lyon. Some Imagist Poets. Poetry Be- 

view of America, July. 
Pierce, Frederick E. Bacon Against Shi&espeare. The 

Yale Review, Oct 
Porter, Charlotte. Hamlet as Shakespeare Staged It 

Drama, Dec., '15. 
Porterfleld, A. W. A Plea for Lyric Music. Mid-West, 

May. 

Postelle, Catherine. Giacomo Leopardi. Reedy's Mirror, 

May 5. 
Pound, Louise. New World Ballads. Mid-West, May. 
Price, Warwick J. Cowper's •^Tasf Bewame Review, 

June. 
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Re^her, Ferdinand. The Humor of Keats. Tk$ 2V#w IS#- 

public, Oct. 30, '15. 
Reedy, William Marion. Some Sons of Sonjgs. B00djf'i 

Mirror, Apr. 91. 
What IVe Been Reading. B4§df» Mirror, Aug. 4. 
Reeves, W. P. Petrarch Again. Dial, Nov. 11, '16. 
Richards, L. P. Riley on a Country Newspaper. Th§ 

Bookman, Sept. 
Rittenhouse, Jessie B. Love as a Poetic llieme. Th$ 

Forwm, Sept. 

S., J. G. and S., M. S. Saze — The Vermont Poet Th0^ 

Bookman, June. 
Salmon, Arthur L. The l^irit of Japanese Poetry. Dial, 

July, 15. 
Sandburg, CarL The Work of Eara PQund. Po§try: A 

Magazine of Verse, Feb. 
Scott, Harold P. ^erhaeren: Poet of Progress. CoUm- 

nade, Nov., '15. 
Sedgwick, Henry D. Goethe: A Forsaken God. AtlanHe 

Monthly, Mar. 
Sergeant, Elisabeth Shepley. Modem French Poets. The 

New RepnbUc, Mar. 4. 
Shaw, Charles Gray. Style and Significance in Poetry 

(** Exotics ") . Colonnade, Mar. 
Shepard, Odell. The StuiT of Poetry. Poetrff Review of 

America, Sept. 
Sherman, Stuart P. The Humanness of Shakespeare. The 

Nation, Apr. 97. 
Sherwood, Margaret William Blake and Catherine. 

North American Review, Oct. 15. 
Silvester, Richard. The Shakespeare Stage. Review of 

Reviewi, May. 
Skinner, Constance Lindsay. Free Verse Not Undemo- 
cratic. New York Timee, Feb. 16. 
Smith, Agnes. An Unpublished Whittier Poem. The 

Bookman, July. 
Smith, Lewis Worthington. New Naivete in Poetry. At- 
lantic Monthly, Apr. 
Suavely, Guy E. The Poetry of Becquer. Colonnade, Dec., 

'15. 
Souk, George. Commonplaces on Poetry. The New Re- 

public, Feb. 19. 
Stedman, Laura. Bayard Taylor. Mid-Weet, May. 
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8torer» Edirard. Form in Free Vene. Th$ N0W B0p^Ue, 

Mar. 11. 
Stork, Charies Wharton. Hofmannathal at a Lyric Poet 

Th$ NoHon, May 18. 
Stuhlman, Franlc Margaret Widdemer. R§$djf'$ Ukror, 

May 96. 
Swan, Arthur. Playing Shakespeare. 8§wam$€ BmtUw, 

June. 
Swinburne, Algernon Charies. Marlowe. Nwrth Am^rieam 

B0ni$w, May. 
Symons, Arthur. RoMctti's Art North Aim^rietm B09UW, 

May. 
Unpublished Letters of Verlaine. North Au^orieam B«- 

vinp, Nov., »15. 

T. Syntiietic Poetry. Th4 Now B^pitbUe, Fth. S. 
Tannebaum, Samuel A. Baconising Shakespeare. Dial, 
Dec 9, '15. 
Fragmenta Shakespeare. DM, Oet 14^ *15. 
Shakespeare Potpourri. Diai, June 8. 
The Case Against ''Shakespeare.'' Dial, Mar. 9. 
Tatlock, J. S. P. Chief Problems in Shakespeare. 

Sowamee Booiow, June. 
Tinker, Chauncey Brewster. The Verse of the BrontIS Sis- 
ters. Dial, Jan. 90. 
Trevis, C. V. James Whitoomb Riley. TJk# Bookman, 
Sqpt 

Untermeyer, Louis. Amy Lowell — StormrCenter. Tho 
Independent, Aug. 98. 
The New American Poetry — 'For People. Review of Re^ 
viewe. Mar. 
Uppvall, Axel J. Frdding in English. Poetry Journal, 
July. 
Sweden's Greatest Poet, jGustaf Frdding (1860-1901). 
Poetry Journal, Feb. 

Von Engeln, O. D. Shakespeare, Obserrer of Nature. £fe{- 
entific Review, June. 

Wager, Charles H. A. Exegi Monumentum: Rupert 
Brooke. Dial, Dec 9S» '15. 
The Poetry of Lionel Johnson. Dial, Apr. 13. 
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